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ECCLESIASTICAL SONNETS. 

A 

IN SERIES. 

[Ifv jftirpopf 111 AviiiiiiLT Dys Serit'S was, as muf-li "iis possible, to 
ouuliuo my view to tbe int/oiluetioii, proj^ress, niKl operation o 4 
the (’hurch in Encrlaml, boffi previous and subsequent to tlie 
* llefonnati<ai. The Sonnets were A^Tittenloinr before ecclesiastioal 
history and peint^of doetnno %ad excited the interest with 
Avhich they have been recently enquired into and discussed. 
The former jiarticiilar i> mentioned as an rxcu.sefor my havinfj 
f.dlen into#'‘rror in ivsiieet to an incident wliieh had been 
seleiTcd as settin* fortli tlio heifrlit to whieh the power of the 
, ropedoin over teinjioral sovereignty liad attained, and the 
arrogance with wliich i^ was di.si»]aycd. I allude to the last 
Sonnet but <in(“ in the first .series, wliere Pope Alexander the 
tliix’J at Vflifiec is described :i,s setting hi,s foot on i^e neck of 
•the Emperor Ilarbai ossa. Thongli this is rclatetk.is a fact in 
liistoia, I am told it is a mere legend of no authority. Suh- 
* atitute f'>r i^ an undeiiiahlc truth not less lilted for my purpose, 
nasiioly the jienam e inflict' d by (Ingory the Seventh, upon the 
Emperor Henry the I’nurth. 

BefPro 1 eoncliide my iJ»itice of thchC Sonnets, let me observe 
tliiit rtft' opinion 1 pronouiieed in favour of J^aud (long before 
the Oxford Tract inoxcmcnO and which had brought censure 
ujioij jiie^from several quarters, i.s not in the least changed. 
Omitting here to examine into his conduct in respect to the 
per.'^ecuting spirit with which he has be<‘ii charged, I am 
iiersuaded that most of Ids aims to restore ritn.al practices which 
had been aliandoned were good and wise, whatever errors h«.' 
might commit in the manner he .sometimes attompted to enforce 
them. I further believe that, liad not he, and others wrho 
shared Ids ojiiidons and felt as lie did, stood up in op7>osition 
to the reformers of that iieriod, it is quo-stionable whether the 
Church would ever liave iccovered its lost ground and become 
the blessing it now i.s, and will, I trust, become in a still 
greater degree, both to iho.se of its communion and to those who 
unfortunately are separated from H.] 

Toll. IV. 


R 



POEMS OF Tt!E IMAGINATION 


•) 


TART I. 

VROltl THE INTRODUCTION OF ClItTSTIAXITY INTO HRTTAIN, TO 
THE COSSjCMMATION OF THE 1 ‘Al’AL DOMINION. 


‘ A ^ OTso ma>' catch a waiidevintj Soul, that Jtics 
Prufi-uniicr 'JV-ict*., aiul hy ii hlcst siirprjsi; 

C<.‘n\LTt tloli^liL 11.U* a Sacrifice.’ • 

t 

” ’—f 

"I. 

INTUODUCnON- 

c • 

1, WHO accompaniod witli laitliful [fJice 
Ceruleau Uuddon from his cloud-lod sprir.j^. 

And loved willi spirit ruled by his tc .>iii^ 

Of mountain-quiet and hooii iiat are’s gracQ 
I, who essayed the nobler Stream to trace 
Of Libeity, and smote; the plausive string 
Till the chicked torrent, proudly triumphing, 

A\'oii for herself a lasting iv-'-liiig-placc ; 

Xow seek upon the heigiits of Time the source < 

Of a Holt liivjtjn on w lmse hanks are found. 

Sweet pastoi-al flowers, and laurels that havcnsroivned 
I'll!! oft the uuwoilhv brow of Jawie.ss force ; 

And. for deliglit of him who tracks its courSe, 
Immortal amaranth and j)ainis abound. 


II. 

CONJELTUnESL 

Ip there be prophets on whose spirits rest 
Past things, reveided like future, they can toll 



ECCLESIASTIC-A ^ SONNETS. 
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Wtiat Po\v^r.s presidiii,:^ o’er tho sacred well 
Of nijrif#ian Faith, this savajjc TslaiicUblessed 
With it.s first bounty. AVanderiu" ^ircRigh the west, 
Did holy Paul* a while i^i Britain dwell, 

And call the Fountain forth by miraiie, 

And with dread si«nis the nascent Stream invest ? 

■p • ” 

Or He, whose bonds dropped olf, whose prison doors 
Flew ^pen, by an Angel’s voice unbarred? 

Or some of humble# ifainc, to those wild shores 
Stonn-driven ; who, Tiaving seen llic cJip of woe 
Pass from their blaster, sojouniod here to guard 
Tb£ precious Current tlicy Imd taught to flow ? 


IIT. 

Tn:.i::)ATioN of rni: dkuids- 

^Ce1?vms round the Areh-druid’s brow the seainewt— 
• •while • 

As AKmai’s f^aiii; and tenvard the m^'ttic ring 
Whei i’ Ajigur.s stand, tho Future questioning. 

Slowly the cormorant aims lu'r hea\T flight. 
Portending ruin to each baleful rile. 

That, ill Ihe lapse of ages, iialli crept o’er 
Diluvian truths, and patriarchal lore. 

Haughty the lianl: can tliese meek doctrines blight 

^ Sec Note. 

t Tins wat<’T-fovi'l wTf, ainoii'f tlio UrnulR, sin emblem jf those traditions 
oounoctoil witli the au im;i<a taut part of their mysteries. 

The Cormoraut iva^ ^ biul oi b.ol omeu. 
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POEMS OF Tl^E IMAGINATION. 


TTih transports ? 'Either his lieroic strains ? 

But all shall be fuffilled;—the Julian spear > 

A waj first opened; and, with Bomau chains, 

The tidings come of Jesus crucified; 

They come—they spread—the weak,the suffering,hear 
Beceive the faith, and in the hope abide. 


IV, 


DRUIDICAL £XC0MMU^'1CATI0^’. 

1 

Meuct and Love have met thee on thy road, 
Thou wretched Outcast, from the gift of fire 
And food cut off by sacerdotal ire. 

From evtry sympatliy^that ISIan bestoAved! 

Yet shall if claim our reverence, that to Grod, 
^tlncient of days! that to tlie eternal Sirp,c 
These jealous ^linisters of law aspire, ' 

As to the one sole fount whenco Avisdom floAved, t 
Justice, and order. Tremblingly escaped, ** 
As if with prescience of the coming storm. 

That intimation w hen the stars were shaped; 
And still, *mid yon thick woods, the primal truth 
Gllimmcrs through many a superstitious form 
That fills the Soul with unavailing ruth. 
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Y, 


UXClilKIAINTr. 

Darene^ surrounds us; seeking, we are lost 
On Sifowdon’s wild^ t,iiiid Brgaiftian coves, 

Or where the solitary shepl»erd roves 
Along the plain of Saruiii, by the ghost 
Of ^ime and shadows of Tradition, crost; 

And where the hdhtnian of the Western Isles 
Slackens his course—to mark those holy piles 
Which yetl^urvi^ on bleak Iona’s coast, 
these, nor monuments of eldest name, 
Taliesin’s unforgotteu lays, 
ifor characters of Greek or lioipan fame, 

TO an Tinquestioiiablc Source have led; 

£nough—if eyes, that sought the fouiitaiu-head 
•In v^in, upon the growing Rill may gaze. 


VI. 

PERSECUTION. 

Lament ! for Diocletian’s fiery sword 
Worksi}u8y as the lightning; hut instinct 
With malice ne’er to deadliest weapon linked 
Which God’s ethereal store-houses afford: 
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P0R3IS OF TZ1£ IMAGINATION. 


Against the Followers of the incarnate LoVd 
It rage^^;—some are smitten in the^ficld— * , 

Some picrcecTlo ic^ic heart through the incflectual shield 
Of sacred home;—with pomp are others gored 
And dreadful respite. Thus was Alban tried, 
England’s first Mart)^*, whom no threats could shake; 
Self-offered victiui, for his friend he died, 

And for tho faith; nor shall his name forsake , 

That Hill, wjioso ilowery platform seems to rise 
By Nature decked for holiest sabrifice*. 


VII. 


* As, when 9 storm hath ceased, the birds regain 
Their cheerfulness, and busilv retrini 
Their nests, or chant a gratulatiug hymn * 


To the blue ether and bespangled plain; 
Even so, in m^ny a re-constructed fane, 
EhiVe the survivors of tliis Storm renewed 


' Their holy rites with vocal gratitude: 

And solemn ceremonials they ordain 
To celebrate their great deliverance; 

Most feelingly instructed *mid their fear— 

That persecution, blind w'ith rage extreme, 

May not the less, through Heaven’s mild countenance^ 
Even in her own despite, both feed and cheer; 

For all things are less dreadful than they seem. 


* SeeNota. 
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Tnr. 

TEMFTATIOKS FUOM HOMAN REFINEMENTS. 

Watch, raid be firm! for, soul-subduing vice, 
Heart>killing luxury, your stejs await. 

Pair houses, baths, and banquets delic^i^tc. 

And temples flashing, bright as polar ice, 

radiance through the woods—may yet suffice 
To sap your barely virtue, and abate 
Your love of Him upon whose forehead sate 
The crown«f thorns; whose life-blood flowed, the price 
Of your redemption. Shun the insidious arts 
l5hat Home provides, Jess dreading from her frown 
Than from her wily praise, her peaceful gowrn, 
XXsQguage, and letters;—these,* though fox^iy viewed 
humanising graces, are but parts 
An^ instruhients of deadliest servitude! 


IX. 


DISSENSIONS. 

That heresies should strike (if truth be scanned 
Presumptuously) their roots both wide and deep, 
Ib nature as dreams to feverish sleep. 

Lo! Discord at the altar dares to stand 



B FOfiMS OF TB[E lUAGINATIOX. 

trplifting toward^bigli Heaven her fiery brai)d, 

A cherished Pries1;e8S of the ncw-ba 2 )ti^ed! # 

But chastiseoneii^t sliall follow peace despised. ^ 
The Pictish cloud darkens the enervate land 
By Borne abandpued; vain are suppliant cries, 
And prayers that would undo her forced farewell; 
Por she returns not.—^Awed by her own tnell, 
She casts the Britons upon strange Allies 
Soon to become indre dreaded ^nrrnies 

_ t 

JPian heartlessf-misery caKed thdm to roptl. 


X. 


8TBUOOLE Ok THE BRITONS AGAIRSI XU£ BARBABIANS. 

• 4 

Bise ! —they have risen: of brave Aneurin ask 
How they have scourged old fjes, perfidious frieudsf 
The Spirit of Caractocus descends 
Upon the Patriots, animates their task;— , 

Amazement ri^us before the to\( cring casque ••• 

Of Arthur, bearing through the stormy field 
The virgin sculptured on his Christian shield:—• 
Stretched in the sunny light of victory bask 
The Host that followed Urien as he strode 
0*er heaps of slain;—from Cambrian wood and moss 
Pruids descend, auxiliars of the Cross; 

Bards, nursed on blue Plinlimmon’s still abode,*' 
Bush on the fight, to harps preferring swords. 

And everlasting deeds to burning words! 
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XI. 


6AX0N OONQUEBT. 

/> 

Nob wan^ts the cause the panic-strikiugr aid 
Of ha^elujahs * tost from hiU to hill— 

Por instant victory^ *But Heaven’s high will 
Permits a second and a darker shade' 

/)f Pagan night. Afflicted and dismayed, 
life Belies of ihe sword flee*to the mountains: 

O wretched Land! whose tears have flowed like 
fountains: 

Whose arts and 4ionours in the dust arc laid 
By men yet scarcely conscious of a care 
J^or other monuments than those of Earth; 

Ayho, as th§ flclds and woods have given thdtn biith| 
Will huild their savage fortunes only there; 

Content, if.foss, and barrow, and the girth 
Of 3t>ng-drawn rampart, wdtuess w*hat they were. 


XII. 

MONABTBBT OP OLD BAMGORf. 

Ths oppression of the tumult—wrath and scorn — 
'The frihulation—tmd the gleaming hlades — 

Such it the impetuous spirit that pervades 
Phe song of Taliesin;—Ours shall mourn 


* Soo Note. 


4 See Note. 




^0 ^fiUS OF THBflM^GZNATlOir. 

!Hie unetrmed Host ^Iio by their pruyers wo«ld turn'"* 
The sword from SBaifgor^s walls, and guard tho^store, 
Of Aboriginal fm^Boman lore, 

And Christian monuments, tliac jiow must bum 
To senseless nshess IMark! how all things swerve 
JVom tlieir known course, or vanish like a dream; 
Another language spreads from coast to co 2 &t; 

Only perchance some melancholy Stream 
And some indignant ^llills old nnfnis preserve, 

'^i^en laws, and iTeeds, and peoplb all are lost! 


xiir. 


CASUAL INCITEMENT. 

t 

A BBiOHihHAiEEi) company of youthful slf^es, 
Beautiful stAingers, stand within the pale 
Of a sad market, ranged for public sale, 

Where.Tiber’s stream the immortal City laves: 
Abgli by name; and not an A]^gel waves ^ 
His wing who q)uld seem lovelier to man’s eye* 
Than they appear to holy Gregory; 

Who, having learnt that name, salvation craves 
Pot Them, and for their Land. The earnest Sire, 
His questions urging, feels, in slender ties 
*Of ehiming sound, commanding sympatliies; 
De-IBIABs— he would save them from God’s Ibe; 
Subjects of Saxon .Slla— they sliall sing • 

Glad HALiiE-lujahs to the eternal King! 
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GLAD TIDINGS. 

PoB eyer iTallowed be this morning fair, 

Blest be ^he unconscious shore on which ye tread. 
And ftest the silver Cross, whiclf ye, instead 
Of martial banner, iti proc^sion bear-; 

JpPhe Cross preceding Him who floats in air, 

The pictured Saviour!—By .Augustin lt?d, 

They come—and tmward travel w’ithout dread, 
Chanting in barbarous ears a tuneful prayer—. 
i?ung for tUcmseives, and those -whom they would free! 

^!Sich, conquest waits them:—the tempestuous sea 
Of Ignorance, that ran so rough and high 
And heeded not the voice of cl#i8lung swords^ 
!fhese^good men humble by a few bare wd^rds, 

And calm with fear of God*s divinity. 

I 




XV. 

PAULIHDS*. 

But, to remote Northumbria’s royal Hall, 
Where thoughtful Edwin, tutored in the school 
Of sdrrow, still inaintainB a heathen rule, 

TPh> comes with functions apostolical P 


* Sco Note. 
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Mark him, of shoitidcra curved, and statare'tall. 
Black hair, and<i;nvid eye, and meagre cheek, 

His prominexft f(^ature like an eaglets beak; 

A Man whose aspect doth at once appal 
And strike with reverence. ?the Monarch leans 
Toward the pure trutlis this Delegate propounds 
Bepeatedly his own deep mind he sounds 
With careful hesitation,—^then convenes 
A synod of his Councillors:—giVoiear, 

4nd what a pensive Sage both utter, hear! 



XVI. 


rr.BscAsioN* 

“ Man’s life is like a Sparrow, mighty l^i&g! 

That—^while at banquet with your Chiefs you sit 
“ Housed near a blazing fire—is seen to fij^ 

“ Safe from the wintry tempest. Fluttering, 

“ Here did it enter; there, on hasty wing, 

Flies out, antk passes on from cold to cold; 

“ But whence it came we know not, nor behold 
Whither it goes. Even such, that transient Thing, 
** The human Soul; not utterly unknown 
, ** While in tlie Body lodged, her warm abode; 

" But from what world She came, what woe or weal 
** On her departure waits, no tongue hath shown; 

** This mystery if the Stranger can reveal, * 

^ His be a welcome cordially bestowed*!” 


* ScoNoto. 
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EYII. 

e 

CONVEBSIUN. 

Peompt transformation works tlie novel Lore; 

The Council closed, the Priest in full career 
Bides ibrth, an armM man, and hurls a spear 
To desecrate the Pane wjjicfi heretofore •» 

He served in folly. ANToden falls, and Thor 
Is dvertumcd :* the mace, in battle heaved 
(So might they dream) till victory was achieved, 
Drops, and the God himself is seen no more. 

Temple andAltaP sink, to hide their shame 
Amid oblivious weeds. ‘ O come io me. 

Ye heavy laden /* such the inviting voice 

I^ard near fresh streams*; and^thousands^ who rejoice 

In the^new Bite, the pledge of sanctity, 

•Shall, by regenerate life, the promise claim. 


XVIII. 

Al’HLOOY. 

scorn the aid which Fancy oft doth lend 
The Spu?s eternal interests to promote: 
Death, darkness, danger, are our natural lot; 
And evil Spirits may our walk attend 


* See Not« 



' 14 FOfiHS OF Tl^ llfAOlirATIOX. 

For augbt the wisest know or comprehend; 

be ffood S{>irit9 free to breathy a note 
Of elevation f ]e4f their odours float , ' 
Around these Converts; an^ their glories blend. 
The midnight stffrs outshining, or the blaze 
Of the noon-day. Nor doubt that golden^ cords 
Of good works, mingling with the visions, liaise 
The Soul to purer worlds: and who the line 
Shall draw, the limits of the power define. 

That even imp(?i*fect faith to^ man affords ? 




XIX. 

raiMITIVE SAXON OLEUOV*. 

How beautiful your p^reseuce, how benign, 

Servants of God! wJio not a thought will share 
With the vain world ; who, outwardly as bare 
As winter trees, yield no fallacious sign 
That the firm soul is clothed \^ith fruit divinp*! 

,Snch Priest, \vlien service worthy of his care 
Has called him forth to breathe the commosi air, 
Might seem a saintly Image from its shrine 
Descended:—happy arc tlie eyes that meet 
The Apparition; evil thoughts are stayed 
At bis approach, and low-bowed nocks entreat 
A benediction from his voice or hand; « 

Whence grace, through which the heart can undmtand, 
AAd vows, that bind the will, in silence made. 


* See Note. 
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OTHEr. INFLi;£»C£& 

Ah, wheft tbe Jiotly, round which in love we dung, 
la chilfted by dcath^dhea mutual 3hrvieo fail ? 

Ib tender pity then ftf no afail? 

Atg interceasions of tlieTcrvent tongue 
A Jivastc of hope ?—Prom tljia sad source have sprung 
Kites that consolc^thc Spirit, under'grief 
Which ill can brook more rational relief: 

JTence, primers shaped amiss, and dirges sung 
3Jor'Souls whoso doom is fixed! The way is smooth 
Por Power that travels with the human heart: 
Confession ministers the pang to soothe r> 

111 hirii who at the ghost of guilt doth st^. 

Te holy Men, so earnest in your care, 

»Of ^Qur own mighty instruments beware! 


XXI. 

SECLUSION. 

Lan^, shield, and sword relinquished, at his side 
A head-roll,; in his hand a clasped book, 

Or staff more harmless than a shepherd’s crook. 
The war-worn Chieftain quits the world—^to hide 
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TTia tbin autumnallocks wbere llilonks abidb 

c 

In cloistered privacy. But not to d^ell 
In soft repose bercomes: within his cell, 

Bound the decaying trunk of^human pride, 

At mom, and ev^ and midnight*s silent hour, 

Do penitential cogitations cling; 

Like ivy, round some ancient elm, they twin^ 

In grisly folds and strictures serpentine; ^ 

Yet, while they strangle, a fair growth they bring, 
Bor recompfencc^their own perennial bower. 


ZXII. 

COMTISUED. ^ 

MxTHiNks^that to some vacant hermitage 
feet w'ould rather turn—to some dry nook 
Scooped out of living rock, and near a brook 
Hurled down a mountain-cove from stage to stagh, 
Yet tempering, for my sight, its bustling rage ^ . 
In the soft hetfiren of a translucent pool; 

Thence creeping under sylvan arches cool, 

Fit haunt of shapes whose glorious equipage 
Would elevate my dreams. A beechen bowj, 

A maple dish, my furniture should be; 

Crisp, yellow leaves my bed; the hooting howl 
My night-watch: nor should e*er the crested fowl 
From thorp or vill his matins sound for me, 

Tired of the world and all its industry. 
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X^T. 

REPBOOF. 

n 

Bttt what if One, through grove or flowery mead, 
p Indulging thus at will ^he creepingrfeet 
Of a voluptuous indol^ce, s^uld meet 
Thy hovering Shade, O vererahle Bede! 

The saint, the scholar, from a circle freed 
Of toil stupendous, ^ a hallowed seat 
^f learning, where thou heard’st the billows beat 
On a wild CQSiat, rough monitors to feed 
Perpetual industrj^ Sublime Becluse! 

Thtf recreant soul, that^dares to shun the debt 
Imposed on human kind, must first forget 
Thy diligence* thy unrelaxing use* 

Of a long life; and, in the hour of death, 

^e last dear*service of thy passing breath*! 


XXIV. 

SAXON MONASTERIES, AND LIGHTS AND SHADES OP TUJB BELUIZOIR. 

Bt'bucIi examples moved to uubought pains, 

The people work like congregated bees; 

T^ger to build the quiet Portresses 
"Where Piety, as they believe, obtains 

* Ho expired dictating the lost words of a tmuslutioii of St. Joliua 
Gospel. 

VOX. IV. 


0 
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From Heaven a general blessing; timely rains 
Or needful sunshine; prosperous rnfcerprisej 
Justice and peaee:—bold faith! yet also rise 
The sacred Structures for less doubtful gains. 

The Sensual tbhik with reverence of the palms 
Which the chaste Votaries seek, beyond ^the grave 
If penance be redeemable, thence alms 
Flow to the poor, ^and freedon:]^to the slave; ^ 
And if full oft the Sanctuary s^Ve 
®LiveB black with guilt, ferocity it calms. 


XXV. 


BOSSIOKS AMD TIlAYaLB. 

1 

Not sedertary all: there are who roam 
To scatter seeds of life on barbarous shores; 

Or quit with zealous step their knee-worn floors 
To seek the general mart of Christendom; 

Whence thej, like richly-laden merchants, cbnfe 
To their beloved cells:—or shall we say “ 

That, like the Eed-cross Knight, they urge their way, 
To lead in memorable triumph home 
Truth, their immortal Una P Babylon, 

Learned and wise, hath perished utterly, 

Nor leaves her Speech one word to aid the sigh 
That would lament her;—Memphis, Tyre, arp gone 
With all their Arts,—^but classic lore glides on 
By these Ecligious saved for all posterity. 
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jpxvi. 


Behold a pupil of the monkish gown, 

The pi 4 )us Alfbed, E#iig to Justke deiir! 

Lord of the harp anti liberating spear^ 

Mirror of Princes I Indigent Kenowu 
Might range the starry ether for a crown 
Equal to Jiis deser^p, who, lilie the year. 

Pours forth his bounty, like the day doth cheer, 

And awes like night with mercy-tempered frown. 
Ease from this u6ble miser of his time 
N‘o moment steals; p^in narrows not his cares*. 
Though small his kingdom as a spark or gem^^ 

Of Alfred boasts remote Jerusalem, « 

-^d Christian India, through her wide-spread dime, 
Jtn sacred converse gifts with Alfred shares. 


XITII. 

EIS DESCENDANTS. 

Whek thy great soul was freed from mortal chains, 
Barlhig of England! many a bitter shower 
Pell on thy tomb; but emulative power 
Plowed in thy line through undegenerate veins. 

0 S 


* See Note. 
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The Bace of Alfre^ covet glorious pains 
When dangers threaten, dangers evc;r new! 

Black tempests hurating, blacker still in view! 
But manly sovereignty its held retains; 

The root sincere^ the branches bold to strive 
With the fierce tempest, while, within the#round 
Of their protection, gentle virtues thrive; 

As oft, *mid some green plot of<open ground, t 
Wide as the oak extends jts dew/ gloom. 

The fostered hyacinths spread tlieir purple bloom. 


xxTiir. 

INFLUENCH; ABUSED. 

Ubged fiy A^i^bition, who with subtlest still 
Changes her means, the Enthusiast as a dupe 
Shall soar, and as a hypocrite can stoop, * 

And turn the instruments of good to ill, 

Moulding the credulous peopld to his will. 

Such Dunsta^ :—from its Benedictine coop 
Issues the master Mind, at whose fell swoop 
The chaste affections tremble to fulfil 
Their purposes. Behold, pre-signified, 

Tho Might of spiritual sway! his thoughts, his dreams, 
Bo in the supernatural world abide: 

So vaunt a throng of Eollowers, filled with prid^< 

In what they see of virtues |)ushed to extremes, 

And sorceries of talent misapplied. 
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DANISH CONQUESTS. 

m 

Woe to the Crown that doth the Cowl obey*! 
Dissension, checking |rms that w^uld restrain 

The incessant Hover* of the northern main, 

# # 

Helps to restore and spread a Pagan sway: 

Hut Grospel-truth is potent to allay 
Fierceness and’rage; and so(Tn the cmel Banc 
Feels, through the influence of her gentle reign, 

His native superstitions melt away. 

Thus, often, when thick gloom the east o’ershrouds, 
The -full-orhed Moon, slow-climbing, doth appear 
Silently to consume tfle heavy clouds; 

no one^can resolve; but every eye 
Arotind her sees, while air is hushed, a clear 
And widening circuit of ethereal sky. 


XXX. 

CANUTE. 

A IPLEABANT music floats along the Mere, 

From Monks in Ely chanting service high, 

While-as Canute the King is rowing by: 

My Oarsmen,” quoth the mighty King, ** draw near, 


Sco Note. 
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- “That we the sweet soDg of the Monks mify heasr T’’ 
He listens (all^ast con((uestB, and schemed 
Of future, viAishing like empty dreams) 
Heart-touched, and haply nqt without a tear. 

The Boyal Minstrel, ere the choir is still, 

While bis free Barge skims the smooth flqpd along. 
Gives to that rapture an accordant Rhyme*. 

O Buifering Earth! ^he thankful,*, sternest clim^ 

And rudest age are subject to tl^ thrill 
Of heaven-descended Piety and Song. 


XXXI. 

TUB NOBMAN COKb^^aST. 

The woma£I-hearted Confessor prepares 
The evanescence of the Saxon line. 

Hark! ’tis the tolling Curfew!—-the stars shine; 
But of the lights that cherish household cares 
And festive gladness, hums not one that dares 
To twinkle after that dull stroke of thine, 
Emblem and instrument, from Thames to Tyne, 
Of force that daunts, and cunning that ensnares! 
Tet as the terrors of the lordly bell. 

That quench, from hut to palace, lamps and fires, 
Touch not the tapers of the sacred quires; 

Even 80 a thraldom, studious tp expel 
Old laws, and ancient customs to derange, 

To Creed or Ritual brings no fatal change. 


* Which is 8tiU extant. 
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XXZII. 

Coldly we spake. The Saxons, ove^owered 
By wrong triumphant through its own excess, 

From fields laid waste, from house and home devoured 
By fiames, look up to^eaven and ^rave redress 
From God’s eteniaHisticc.^ Pitiless 
Though men be, there ar<t angels that can feel 
For wounds that death alone has power to heal. 

For penitent guilt,^and innodent distress. 

And has a Champion risen in arms to try 

His Country’s virtue, fought, and breathes no more; 

Him in their lieaHs the people canonize; 

And far above the mine’s most precious ore 
The least small pittance of bare mould they prize 
Scored from the sacred earth Where his dgar relics lie. 


*xxxrir. 

TUE COUNCIL OF CLERMONT. 

^‘And shall,” the Pontiff asks, “profaneness flow 
“ From Nazareth—source of Christian piety, 

“ From Bethlehem, from the Mounts of Agony 
“ And glorified Ascension ? Warriors, go, 

“ With prayers and blessings we your path will sois; 
“ Like Moses hold our hands erect, till ye 
“ Have chased for off by righteous victory 
“ These sons of Ainalek, or laid them low! ”— 
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“ (JoD “WiLLETH BT,** the whole aBsembly ory; 

Shout which tlie enraptured multitude astouvds! 

The Council*Togf and Clermont’s towers reply 
** God willeth it,” from hill to hill rebounds, 

And, in awe-strifken Countfies far and nigh. 

Through ‘ Nature’s hollow arch ’ that voice resounds*. 


xxxfv. 

CRUSADES. 

c 

The turbaned Baco arc poured in thickening swanuB 
Along the west; though driven from Aquitaine, 

The Crescent glitters on the towers of Spain; 

And soft Italia feels renewed alarms; 

The sdnitor, that yields not to the charms 
Of ease, th& narrow Bosphorus will disdain; 

Nor long (that crossed) w'ould Grecian hijls detain ' 
Their tents, and check the current of their arms.' 
Then blame not those who, by, the mightiest Irvfr 
Known to the^ moral world, Imagination, , 

Upheave, so seems it, from her natural station 
AU Christendom:—they sweep along (was Siever 
So huge a host!)—to tear from tho Unbeliever 
The precious Tomb, their haven of salvation. 

* Tho dodBion of tbb council was believed to be instantly known in 
romote parts of Europe , 
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JLXXV, , 

RiqpAKD L 

Kedoxibted King, of courage leonine, 

1 mark thee, Kichard! urgent to equip 
Thy warlike person ith the staff and scrip; 

X wateft thee sailing^*er the midlmid brine; 

In conquered Cyprus* see thj^ Bride decline 
Jler blushing cheek, love-vow s upon her lip. 

And see love-einblems streaiQing from thy ship. 
As thence she holds her w ay to Palestine. 

My Song, a fearless homager, would attend 
Thy thundering battle-axe as it cleaves the press 
Of war, but duty summons her away 
To teU—how, finding *in the rash distress 
Of those Enthusiasts a subservient friend, 

To ^ddier heights hath clomb the Papal sVay. 


*xxxvi. 

AN XNTEllDICT. 

Healms quake by turns: proud Arbitress of grace, 
The Church, by mandate shadowing forth the power 
She arrogates o’er heaven’s eternal door, 

Closes the gates of every sacred place. 

Straight from the sun and tainted air’s embrace 
All sacred things ore covered: cheeriul mom 
G-rows sad as night—^no seemly garb is worn. 

Nor is a face allowed to meet a face 
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With natural smilas of greeting. Bells are^dumb 
Bitehes are graaes^funereal rites ^nied; • 

And in the clfuneh’-yard he must take his bride 
Who dares be wedded! Bancies thickly come 
Into the pensivedieart ill forSficci, 

And comfortless despairs the soul benumb.^ 


xx^ni. 

PAPAL ABUSES. 

^ I 

As with the Stream our voyage we^pursue, 

The gross materials of this world present 
A marvellous study of wild accident; 
tJneouth proximities of old and new; 

And hold transfigurations, more ^mtrue 
(As xnigl^t be deemed) to disciplined intent 
Than aughtdhe sky’s fantastic element, 

WTien most fantastic, offers to the view. 

Saw we not Henry scourged at Becket’s sHrine i 
liO! John self-stripped of his insignia;—crown, 
Sceptre and mantle, sword aud'ring, laid down* 
At a proud Legate’s feet! The spears that line 
Baronial halls, the opprobrious insult feel; • 
And angry Ocean roars a vain appeal. 


XXXVIII. 

SOXKE XK VSKICE. 

BttA.cx Pemons hovering o*er his mitred head. 
To Cassar’s Successor the Pontiff spake; 
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" Sre I alAolve tliee, stoop! that cfH thy neck 
“ Jjevellfed i^ith" eyth this foot of lilincf may tread.’* 
Then he, who to the altar had been l^'d,* 

He, whose strong arm the Orient could not check, 
He, who had held the S^dan at his heck, 

Stooped, o^all glory disinherited, 

And even the common dignity of man!— 
Amazement strikes t^e crowd« \\]iile many turn 
Q'lieir Syes away in sorrow, others burn 
With scorn, invoking a vjn(ficti\e barf 
JFrom outraged Nature; but the sense of most 
In abject sympathy with po^^er is lost. 


xx^ix. 

PAPAL DOMINION. 

• 

*Lh‘]!;kss to Peter’s Chair the viewless wind 
Must comQ and ask permission when to blow, 

^Vlftit further empire would it have ? for now 
A ghostly Domination^ uncoudned 
As tharby dreaming Bards to Love aseigned, 

Sits there in sober truth—to raise the low. 

Perplex tie wise, the strong to overthrow; 

Through earth and heaven to bind and to unbind!— 
Besist—the thunder quails thee!—crouch—^rebuff 
Shall be thy recompence! from land to land 
The ancient thrones of Christendom are stuff 
For occupation of a magic wand, 

And ’tie the Pope that wields it:—^whether rough 
Or smooth his front, our world is in his hand 1 
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PAET II. 

VO VHB CLOSE OF THE TROUBLES IN THE BEIGN Of' OHABLSS I. 


' r. 

I ^ £ 

How soon—alas'i did Man, created pure— 

By Angels guarded, deviate from the line 
Prescribed to duty:—woeful forfeiture * 

He made by wilful breach of law diviue. 

With like perverseness did the Church abjure 
Obedience to her Lord, and haste to twine, 

*Mid Heaven-bom flowers that shall for aye endure, 
Weeds on whose front the world*had fixed her sign. 
O Man,—if ^'dth thy trials thus it fares, 

If good can smooth the way to eril choice, 

Prom all rash censure be the mind kept free; 

He only judges right who weighs, compares, ^ 

And, in the sternest sentence which his voice 
Pronounces, er abandons Charity. 


Fbok false assumption rose, and, fondly hailed 
, By superstition, spread the Papal power; 

Yet do not deem ttie Autocracy prevailed 
Xhus only, even in error’s darkest hour. 
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8he daunti, forth-tLundering from Jier spiritual tower, 
Bmte lupine, or 'titli gentle lure she {ames. 

Justice and Peace through Her uphoffSi their claims > 
And Chastity finds man^ a sheltering^ bovrer. 

Healm there is none that if controllea or swayed 
By her corginands partakes not, in degrfee, 

Of good, o’er manners arts and arms, diffused ; 

'ifes, to thy domination, Eoman See, 

Tho’ miserably, oft ijiionstrojisly, abused 
By blind ambition, be this tribute pai%. 


III. 

cisteAtian monastert. 

» 

Man more purely lives, less oft dotfifdll^ 
^^^More, •promptly rises, walks with stricter heed, 

** jlfgrc saf^y rests, dies happier, is freed 
“ 'Earli^ from cleansingjires, and gains withal 
hri^ter crown *''—On yon Cisteriian wall 
That confident assurance may be read; 

And, to like shelter, from the world have fled 
Increasing multitudes. The potent call 
Doubtless shall cheat full oft the heart's desires; 
Yet, while the nigged Age on pliant knee 
Vows to rapt Pancy humble fealty, 

A gentler life spreads round the holy spires; 
"Where’er they rise, the sylvan waste retires, 
And aen' harvests crown tho fertile lea. 

m 


* Seo Note. 
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Defloiiablh liin lot who tills the ground, 

His whole life long tills it, with heartless toil 
Of villain-service, passing with the soil 
To each new Master, liko a steer, or hound, 

Qr like a rooted tree, or ^touc earth-bound; 

But mark how gladly, through their own domains, 
The Monks relax or breaJt: these iron chains; 

While Mercy, uttering, through their voice, a sound 
Echoed in Heaven, cries out, Ye Chiefs, abale 
These legalized oppressions! Man—whose Wme 
And nature God disdained not; Man—whose soul 
Christ died for—cannot forfeit his liigh claim 
To live and move exempt from all control 
Which fellow-feeling doth not mitigate!** 


V. 


UOKKS ASTD SCHOOLMEN. 

Becohb we too, with just and faithful pen, 
That many hooded Ceuobites there are, 
Who in their private colls lm\o yet a care 
Of public quiet; unambitious Men, 
Counsellors for the world, of piercing ken; 
Whose fervent exhortations from afar 
Hove Princes to their duty, peace or war; 
And oft-times in the most forbidding den 
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Of solitude, with love of science ^strong, 
♦How*patientlyifche yoke of thought they bear 
How subtly ^ide its finest threadb^along! 
Spirits that crowd thc^iutellectual sphere 
With mazy boundaries, as the astronomer 
With orb and cycle girds the starry throng. 


VI. 

OTHER BENEFITS. 

And, n^ in vain embodied to the sight, 
.Beligion finds even in the stern retreat 
Of feudal sway her* own appropriate seat; 

From the collegiate pomps on Windsor’s height 
* Dawn to the humbler altar, which the &lnight 
' And his Retainers of the embattled hall 
. Seek in domestic oratory small,' 

Fqf prayer in stillnefs, or the chanted nte; 
Tl^en^^hiefly dear, when foes are pla’itcd round. 
Who teach the intrepid guardians of the place— 
Hourly'exposed to death, with famine w^om, 
And suffering under many a perilous wound— . 
How sad would be their durance, if forlorn 
Of offices dispensing heavenly grace t 
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OOKTINUED. 

Ahh ^diat melodious sounds a1 times prevail I 
And, ever and aiionf how brj^rht^qi jijloani 
ilfours on the auf’face of tftc turbul Stream! 
What heartfelt fragrance mingles with the gale 
That swells the bosom of our passing sail! 

For where, but on this Kiver’a mai^in, blow 
Those flowers of chivalry, to bind the brow 
Of hardihood with wreaths that shall not fail ?— 
Fair Court of Edward! wonder of the world! 

I see a matchless blazonry unfurled 
Of wisdom, magnaninuty, and lo^ e; 

And meekn&BS tempering honourable pride; 

The lamb is couching by the lion’s side, , 

And near the flame-eyed eaglo sits the dove. 


Mil. 

OBusAnaas. 

Fvbl we the sails, and pass with tardy oars 
Through these bright regions, casting many a glance 
Upon the dream-like iskues—^the romance 
Of many-coloured life that Fortune pours 
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Bound the Crusaders, till on distant sbjpres 
Tb^ labours end V or they return to lie,^ 

The row performed, in cross-legged ef^gy, 

JOevoutly stretched upon their chancel floors. 

Am I deceived,? Or is their requiem chanted 
liy voices never mute when Heaven unties 
Her inmost, softest, tenderest harmonies; 

Hequiem which Earth takes up wiMi voice undaunted. 
When Aie would tell Jiow Brave, and (xpod, and Wise, 
For their high guerdon net in vain have panted! ^ 


IX. 

k} 

As faith thus sanctified the warrior's crest 
Wliile from the Papal Unity there came, ** 

What feebler means had failed to give, one aim 
HMfujjed thro’ all the regions of the West; 

Soloes her Unity its power attest 
By wo^c^of Art, that shed, on the outward frame 
Of worship, glory and grace, which who shall, blame 
l%at ever leoked to heaven for final rest ? 

Hail countless Temples! that so well befit 
Your ministry; that, as ye rise and take 
Borm spirit and character from holy writ, 

Give to devotion, wheresoe’er awake, 

PinionsK>f high and higher sweep, and make 
The unconverted soul with awe submit. 
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Whbbe long ana aecply hath been fixed t^e root 
In the blest soil of gospel truth, the Tree, 

(Blighted or scathe^ tho* many ^branches be, 

Put forth to wither, many^ a hopeful shoot) 

Gan never ceasd to bear celestial fruit. 

Witness the Church that oft times, with effect 
Dear to the saints, strives earnestly to \jject 
Her bane, her vital energies recruit. 

Lamenting, do not hopelessly repine, 

When such good work is doomed to be undone. 

The conquests lost that were so hardly won:— 

All promises vouchsafed by Hc&von will shine 
In light confirmed while years their course shall run. 
Confirmed alike in progress and decline. 


XI. 

TilANSUliSTANTIATlON. 

Enottgh ! for see, with dim association 
The tapers burn ; the odorous incense feeds 
A greedy flame; the pompous mass proceeds; 
The Priest bestows the appointed consecration,; 
And, while the Host is raised, its elevation 
An awe and supernatural horror breeds; 

And all the people bow their heads, like reeds 
To a soft breeze, in lowly adoration. 
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tThis Valdo "broolts not. On the biyiki^of Bhono 
Hfe tau^t, till pei'secution chased him t]j|ence, 

To adore the Invisible, and Him alone. 

Nor are hk Followers lot!i to seek defence, 

Mid woods and wilds, on Nature’s craggy throne. 
From rites *that trample upon soul and sense. 


:x;j. 


THK VAUDOIS. 

Bet whence came they who for the Saviour Lord 
Have long borne witness as the Scriptures teach ?— 
Ages ere Valdo raised his voice to preacli 
Ilf Gallic ears the unadulterate Word, ^ 

Their fugitive Progenitors explored 

Siibalpine vhles, in quest of safe retreats 

Where that pure Church survives, though summer heats 

Open a j^ssage to the Homish sword, , 

Far as it dares to follow. Herbs self-sown, 

And fruitage gathered from the cheenut wood, 
Nourish tho sufferers then; and mists, that brood 
O’er chasms witli new-fallen obstacles bestrewn, 
Protect them; and the eternal snow that daunts 
Aliens, is God’s good winter for their haunts. 


o 2 
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XIIT,* 

Fbaisee be tlie Eivers, from their mountafji springs- 
Shouting to »eedom, “ Plant thy banners bore!’* 

To harassed Piety, ‘^Dismiss thy^ fear, ^ 

And in our ca\e|Tia smooth thy riiffled wings!” 
jSor be imthaukcd their final'lmgenngs— 

Silent, but not to high-souled Passion’s car— 

’Mid reedy fens \iide-spread and marshes drear, 

Their own creation. Such glad welcomiugs 
Ab Po was heard to give where Venice rose* 

Hailed from aloft those Heirs of truth divine 
Who near his fountains sought obscure repose, 

Tet came prepared as glorious lights to shine, 

Should that‘be needed for their sacred Charge; 

Blest Prisoners They, whose spirits were at large!’ 


XIV. 


WALUElfSES. 

Tkose had given earliest notice, as the lark 
Springs from the ground the mom to gratulate;« 

0^ rather rose the day to antedate, 

By striking out a solitary spark, 

^Whext idl the world with midnight gloom wras dark.—* 

Then followed the Woldensian bands, whom Hate 

-*1 
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JEn TfliiL etideavours to exterminate, 

"WTioiif Obloquy ^jursues with hiddbu/bark*: 

But they desist not;—and the sacred'fife, 

Bekhidled i^us, from dejps and savage woods 
Moves, handed on with never-ceasing care, 

Through cpurts, through camps, o’er limitary floods; 
Nor lacks this sea-girt Isle a timely share 
Of-the new Flame, i^t sulTered to expire. 


XV. 


• AUCHSIBHOP OHIOHELT TO HSNBT V. 

'“‘What beast in wilderness or ciiltured field 
“ The lively beauty ot the leopard shows ? 

^*,What flower lu meadow-ground or garden grows 
“ That to the towering lily doth not yield ? 

^Lei bothvicet only on thy royal shield! 

“'Go forth, great King! claim what thy birth bc'^tows; 
“ Oon^her the Gallic lily which thy foes 
“Dare to usurp;—thou hast a sword to wield, 

“ And Heaven will crown the right.”—The mitred Sir© 
Thus spake—and lo! a Fleet, for Gaul addrost, 
Ploughs her bold course across the wondering sens; 
For, sooth to say, ambition, in tho breast 
Of youthful heroes, is no sullen fire, 

But o^e that leaps to meet the fanning breece. 

vs 


* Sco Not© 
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AVI. 

I 

WAi;S Off YORK AKD LANOASTtB. 

Thus is the Btor.ii abated by tlie craft 

Of a shrewd Counsellor, eager to protect , 

Church, whose powcr-'hath rdfcently been ckecked^ 
Whose monstrous riches threatened. So the shaft 
Of victory mounts high, and blood is (piaffed 
In fields that rival Cressy and Poic,tiers— 

Pride to be washed away by hitter tears! 

Por deep as Hell itself, the avenging draught 
Of civil slaughter. Yet, while temporal power 
Is by these shocks exhausted, spiritual truth 
Maintains the else endangered gift of life; 

Proceeds fr&m infancy to lusty youth; 

And, under cover of this woeful strife, 

Gathers unblighted strength from hour to hour: . 


xvn. 


WIOLXFFX. 

OzroE more the Church is seized with sudden fear^ 
And at her call Is Wiclifie disinhumed: 

ITea^ his dry bones to ashes are consumed 
And finng into the brook that travels near; 
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l^orthwitb; that ancient Voice which Streams can hear 
^us s^aka (tha^ Voice which walks «pon the wind. 
Though seldom heard by busy humantTluind)— 

** As thou these ashes, little Brook! wilt bear 
** Into the Avon, Avon to the tide • 

“ Of Scverp, Severn to the narrow seas, 

** Into main Ocean they, this deed accurst 
An emblem yields to friends and enemies 
“ How^he bold Teaser’s Doctrine, sanctified 
“By truth, shall spread throughout the world dis¬ 
persed.” 


XVIII, 

oohruftions of the uipheb clehqt. 

Q 

•“ Woe to you. Prelates! rioting in ease 
^ And cumbrous wealth—^the shame of your estate; 
“ Yoyi^ on whose progr§Bs dazzling trains await 
“ 0%)dfnpous horses; whom vain titles please; 

“ Who w'ill be served by others on thei? knees, 

“ Tet will yourselves to God no service pay; 

“ Pastors who neither take nor point the way 
“ To Heaven; for, either lost in vanities 
“ Xe have no skill to teach, or if ye know 

“ And speak the word-** Alas! of fearful things 

’Tie ^he most fearful when the people’s eye 
Abuse hath cleared from vain imaginings; 

And taught the general voice to prophesy 
Of Justice armed, and Pride to be laid low. 
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XIX. 

€ 

w 

ABUSE OF MONASTIC FOWBB. 

Aim what in Penance with her knotted thong; 
Mortification with</he sliirt of hair, ^ 

Wan cheek, and knees inddratea with prayer, 

Wigils, and fastings ngorouS' as long; 

If cloistered Avarice scruple not to wrong 
The pious, humble, useful Seculaiy 
And rob the people of his daily care, 

Scorning that world whose blindness makesher strong? 
Inversion strange! that, unto One who lives 
For self, and struggles with himself alone, 

Tlie amplest share of heavenly favour gives; 

'Ihat to a Monk allots, both in the esteem 
Of God and man, place higher than to him 
Who on the good of others builds his own! 


XX.' 

MOHASne VOLUFTUOnSNEBS. 

Tjbv more,—around many a Convent’s blazing Bre 
TJnhidlowed threads of revelry arc spun; 

There Venus sits disguisM like a Nun,— 

While Bacchus, dothod in semblance of a Friar, 
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Potura out4iis choicest beverage high and higlicr 
until it cannot choose bitt rSn 
Over the bowl, whose silver lip hath w i>if 
An instant kiss of masterful desire— 

To stay the precious waste. Througll every brain 
The domination of the sprightly juice 
Spreads high conceits to madding Fancy dear. 

Till the arched roof, T^th resolute abuse 
Of its g^ave echoes, i^vclls a ^horal strain, 

Whose votive burthen is—“ Our KI^hJ>oiI’s HisBal’l 


x\i. 

DiaSOLrilOM OF TUn MO^ASl£KllkS. 

TAbrATS come w hich no submission may iTssnage^ 
INb sacriiice avert, no power dispute; 

Tkie^apers shall be quenched, the belfries mute. 
And, ’mjd their choirs unroofed by selfish rage, 
The w'^hling wren shall find a leafy cage; 

The gadding bramble hang her purple fruit; 

And the giften li/ard and the gilded newt 
Load unmolested lives, and die of age. 

!nie owd of evening and tho w oodland fox 

For their abode the shiines of Waltham choose: 

Proud Glastonbury can no more refuse 

To stoop her head before these desperate shocks—> 

She whose high pomp displaced, as story tells, 

Arimathean Joseph’s wattled cells. 
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zxn. 

€ 

THE SAME SUBJECT. 

This lovely Niiii (suLmisaive, but more meek 
Through saintly hSbit than frohi effort due 
To unrelenting mandated that pursue 
*With equal wrath the step! of strong and weak) 
Goes forth—unveiling timidly a cheel^ 

Suffused with blushes of celestial,hue, 

m 

While through the Convent’s gate to open view 
Softly she glides, another liomo to seek. 

Not Iris, issuing from her cloudy shrine, 

An Apparition more divinely b^ght! 

Not more attractive to the dazzled sight 
Those watfery glories, on the stormy brine 
Poured forth, while summer suns at distance shine^ 
And the green vales lie hushed in sober light! 


xxm. 

COKTINUED. 

Tet many a Novice of the cloistral shade, 

And many chained by vows, with eager glee 

The warrant hail, exulting to be free; 

hike ships before whose keels, full long embayed 
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In "polar idt?, propitious winds have made 
TJffllook5d-for outl .t to an open sea • * 

^heir liquid world, for bold disco very, 

In all her quarters temptingly displayed! 

Hope guides the young; but when tte old must pass 
The threshold, whither shall they turn to find 
The hospitality—the alms (alas! 

Alms may be necded)*which that House bestowed f 
Can the|r, ill faith an^ worsl^p, train the mind 
To keep' this new and qiiqptionable roifi^ ? 


X.VIV. 

BAIM'S. 

Tb, tob, must lly before a chasing hand, 

Angels andaSaiuts, in every hamlet mourned! 
-^?*if the old idolatry be spurned. 

Let nq^your radiant Shapes desert the Land : 

Her adoption was not your demand, * 

The fond heart proffered it—the servile heart; 

And thereiore are ye summoned to depart, 

Michael, and thou, St. George, whose flaming brand 
The Dragon quelled; and valiant Margaret 
Whose rival sword a like Opponent slew ; 

And rapt Cecilia seraph-haunted Queen 
Of harmony; and weeping Magdalene, 

Who in the penitential desert met 
Gales sweet as those that over Eden blear! 
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XXT. 

THE VinCtN. 

Mother ! whose virgin bosom was uncrost 
With the least sha&e of thoughl^to sin allied 
Woman! abovQ all womAi glorified, 
lliir tainted nature^s solitary boast; 

Purer than foam on central ocean tost v 
Brighter than eastern skies at daybreak strcwTi 
With fancied roses, than the unblemished moon 
Before* her wane begins on heaven’s blue coast; 
Thy Image falls to earth. Yet some, I ween, 
Not lui^orgiveu the suppliant kjioe might bend^ 
As to a visible Power^ in whicli did blend 
All that wdfe mixed and reconciled in Thee 
Of mother’s love with maiden purity. 

Of high with low, celestial with terrene! 


XXVI. 

APOLOOT. 

JffiOT utterly unworthy to endure 
Was the supremacy of crafty Kome; 

Age after age to the arch of Christendom 
Aerial keystone haughtily secure; 
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Suprem^y from Heaven transmitted piye, 
A^many hold; ano, therefore, to the to,ng^h 
Pass, some through fire—and by the scaffold some 
Like saintly Pisher, and iwibending More. 

‘ Lightly for both the bosom’s lord di(i sit 
* Upon his throne; ’ unsoffcened, undismayed 
By aught that mingled with the tragic scene 
Of pity or fear: and MoroV gay g^ius played 
With thfe inoffensive akvord ol^native wit, 

Than the bare axe more liAninous and keen. 


xxvii. 

iMAOlNxMlVE UEttliETS. 

Dbei* "is the lamentation ! Not alone 
Prpm Sages justly honoured by mankind; 

But from the ghostly tenants of the w'ind, 

Demons^hud Spirits, many a dolorous groan 
Issues for that dominion overthrown: 

Proud Tibe^ grieves, and far-off Ganges, blind 
As his own worshippers: and Nile, reclined 
Upon his monstrous urn, the farewell moan 
Benews. Through every forest, cave, and den, 

Wliere frauds were hatched of old, hath sorrow past— 
Hangs o^’er the Arabian Prophet’s native Waste, 
Wliero once his airy helpers schemed and planned 
Mid spectral lakes beraocking thirsty men, 

And stalking pillars built of fieiy sand. 
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nH FLECTIONS, 

Gbant, that b}^ imspariii^tliuiTicaiie 
Green leaves with ycllo'^' mixet^ are torn awtf^, 

•And goodly fnfitagc with tlje mother spray ; 

’Twere madness—wished vre, therefore, to detain, , 
With hands stretched forth in inollifted disdain, 

The ‘ trumpery * that ascends in bare disphi}'^— 

Hulls, pardons, relics, co\\]s black, wliite, and grey— 
Upwhirled, and Hying o'er the ethereal plain 
Vast bound for Limbo Lake. And yet not choice* 
Jiut habit rules the unreflecting herd, 

And airy l^onds are hardest to disown ; 

Ifence, with the spiritual sovereignty transferi'od 
Unto itself, the Crown assumes a voice 
Of reckless mastery, hitliei’to unknown. 


XXIX. 

TRANSLATION OF TDE BIBLE. 

Birr, to outweigh all harm, the sacred J^ook, 

In dusty sequestration wrapt too long, 

Assumes the accents of our native tongue; 

And he who guides the plough, or wields the crook. 
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unclerstaudiiig spirit now may louli 
TJp^n her records, listen to her song, ^ ^ 

And sift her laws—much wondering that the wrong. 
Which Faith has suffered, ileaven could calmly brook. 
Transcendent boon ! noulest that eartlily King 
Ever bestowed to equalize and bless 
Under the weight of mortal wretchedness! 

Blit passions spread lil^ plagues, aifd thousands wild 
With bifij^try shall treftd the Offering ^ 

Beneath their feet, detested and defiled. 


XXX. 


TU13 rSiXT AT ISSLT,. 

• 

For what contend the Aviso for iiotldng less 
Th&n that tli^ Soul, freed from tlu^ bonds of Sense, 
Auff% her God restored by evideiico 
Of thin^ not seen, drawn forth from their recess, 
Boot tlieil!, and not in forms, her holines:f;— 

For Faith, which to the Patriarchs did dispense 
Sure guidance, ere a ceremonial fence 
Was needful round men thirsting to transgress;— 
For Faith, more perfect still, with which the Lord 
Of all, himself a (Spirit, in llie youth 
Of Christian aspiration, deigned to fill 
The temples of their hearts Avho, Avith his Avord 
Informed, Avere resolute to do his a\ ill. 

And Avorahip him in spirit and in truth. 
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EDWAKD XL 

* Sweet is tlic holiness of Youth ’—so felt 
Time-honoured ChSlucer spcakittg through that Lay 
By which the IJrioress beguiled \.ho way, 

^And many a Pilgrim’s rugged licarfc did melt. 

Hadst thou, loved Bard! whose spirit often dwelt 
In the clear land of vision, but foreseen 
King, cliild, and seraph, blended in the mien 
Of pious Edward kneeling as he knelt 
In meek and simple infancy, what joy 
For univer.sal Christendom had thrilled 
Thy heart! what hopes inspired thy genius, skilled 
(O great 3?^ecur3or, genuine nioi’iiing Star) 

The lucid shafts of reason to employ, 

Piercing the Papal darkness from afar! 


XXXI I. 


EDWAIU) SiaXlNG THE WAURAM’ FOR THE EXECOTIOH OF JOAIV 

OP K.EXT. 

Tee tears of man in various measure gush 
From various sources; gently overflow 
From blissful transport some—^from clefts of woe 
Some with ungovernable impulse rush; 
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A^d some, Coeval with the earliest hlush^ 
Of infant*passion, scarcely dare to shov 
Their pearly lustre—coining but to go; 


And some break forth whcB others* sorrows crush 
The sympathising heart. Nor these, nor yet 


The noblest drops to admiration known, 


To gratitude, to injuries forgiven— 

Claim Heaven’s regard Tike waters that have wet 


The innotent eyes of y*)uthful “Monarchs driven 
To pen the mandates, natu,o doth disown. 


XXXITI. 

BEVIVAL or rorERT. 

M 

The Saintly Youth has ceased to rule, discrowned 

By \iurelentiijg Death. O People keen 

For‘tijange, to wliom the new looks always green I 

Kejoicingdid they cast upon the ground 

Their of wood and stono ; and, at the sound 

Of counter-proclamation, now arc seen, 

(Proud triumph is it for a sullen Queen!) 

Lifting them up, the worship to confound 
Of the Most High. Again do tliey invoke 
The Creature, to the Creature glory give; 

Again with frankincense the altars smoko 

Like those the Heathen served; and mass is sung; 

And prayer, man’s rational prerogative, 

Buns through blind channels of an niikiiow'n tonguev 

VOL. ir. K 
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XSaTV. 

LATIMER AKD RIDLEY. 

How fast tlie Mariau death-list is unrolled! 

See Latimer and feidlej in the might 
Of ITaith stand coupled’ for a c^)mTnoii flighf ■! 

One (like those prophets 'whom Grod sent of old) 
Transfigured*, from this kindling hath foretold 
A torch of inextinguishable light; 

The Other gains a confidence as bold; 

And thus they foil their enemy’s despite. 

The penal instruments, the shows of crime, 

Are glorified while this once-mitred pair 
Of saintly Priends the * murtherer’s chain partake. 
Corded, and burning at the social stake: * < 

Earth never witnessed object more sublime 
In constancy, in fellowship more fair! 




XXXV. 

CUANMER. 

Otjtsteetohing flame-ward his upbraided hand 
(0 G-od of mercy, may no earthly Seat • 

Of judgment such presumptuous doom repeat!) 
Amd the shuddering throng doth Cranmer stand; 


* See Note. 
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Ilirm as^he stake to which with iron ba^d 
lift frame is tied; arm from the naked feet 
To the bare head. The victory is complete; 

The shrouded Body to the^oul’s command 
Answers with more than Indian fortitflde, 

Through all her nerves with finer sense endued. 

Till breath departs in blissful aspiration: 

Then, ’mid the ghastl}^ruins of the fire, 

Behold the unalterahlfe heart entire, 

Emblem of faith untouchc.l, miraculous attestation! 


XXXVI. 

t 

GENERAL VIEW OF THEbTKOUBLLS OF Till!: REFORMATIOIT. 

Ain, glorious Martyrs, from youi* fields of light, 

Our mortal ken! Inspire a perfect trust 

(Wljile we look round) that Heaven’s decrees are just: 

Which few can hold committed to a fight 

That si owB, ev’n on its better side, the might 

Of prdiid Self-will, Bapacity, and Lust, 

*Mid clouds enveloped of polemic dust. 

Which showers of blood seem rather to incite 
Than to allay. Anathemas are hurled 
From both sides; veteran thunders (the brute test 
Of truth) are met by fulminations new— 

Tartar<Niu flags are caught at, and unfurled— 

Friends strike at friends—the flying shall pursue— 
And Victory sickens, ignorant where to rest! 


* For the belief In this fact, sec the contoraporaiy Historians. 
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XXiTlI. 

EXULISH REFOIl3ir.US IN ESZLE. 

SoATTEEiNG, lilvojjirds escaped tlic fowler’s net. 
Some seek with timely flight a foreign strand ; 

Most happy, fe-assemblcdju a land 
By dauntless Luther freed, could they forget 
Their Country’s woes. But scarcely have they met, 
Partners in faith, and brothers in distress. 

Free to pour forth their common thankfulness, 

Ere hope declines:—their union is beset 
With speculative notions rashly sown. 

Whence thickly-sprouting growth of poisonous weeds; 
Their forms are broken staves; their passions, steeds 
That master them. How enviably blest 
Is he who can, by hel(:> of grace, enthrone 
The peace of God witlun his single breast! 


XXXVIll. 

ELIZABETU, 

Hail, Virgin Queen! o’er many an envious\ar 
Triumphant, snatched from many a treacherous wile! 
JJl hail, sage Lady, whom a grateful Isle 
Hath blest, respiring from that dismal war 

i 



•ECCLBSXA6T1CAL SOKNBTB. 

tliy voicej But quietly from tfar 
B^ance breathes with more malignant ; 

And alien storms ^yith home-bred ferments claim 
Portentous fellowship. Ifer silver cai^ 

By sleepless prudence ruled, glides slowly, on ; 
Unhurt by violence, from menaced taint 
Emerging pure, and seemingly more bright: 

Ah! wherefore yields ft to a foul w5nstraint 
Black as ^he clouds it^ beams^'lisperse^, while shone. 
By men and angels blest, tlie glorious light ? 


EMIXE^'T nSFORUEBS. 

3ISTH1XJCS that I could trip o’er heaviest sjil, 

Light as a buoyant bark Irom w*ave to wave, 

*We^ mine the trusty staff that Jewel gave 
To youthful Hookek, in familiar style 
The gift exalting, and with playful smile*. 

Por thtfs equipped, and bearing on his head 
The Donor’s farewell blessing, can he dread 
Tempest, or length of way, or -weight of toil ?— 

More sweet than odours caught by him who sails 
Near spicy shores of Arahy the blest, 

A thousand times more exquisitely sweet, 

Tho freight of holy feeling which we meet, 

In thoughtful moments, w'afted by tho gales 
^rom fields where good men walk, or bowers wherein 
they rest. 


■** Seo Note. 
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THE SAME. 


Holt and licaveulj Spirits as fla'v are, 

^Spotless in lifc^ and elotjiiont as'wise, ^ 

With what entire affertion*‘do they prize 

Their Churcli reformed! labouriiijL; witli earnest caro 

To baffle all that may lier strciii^Lh impair; 

That Church, the iinpcrverled Gosper» seat; 

In their afflictions a divine retreat; 

Source of their liveliest hope, and tciidercst prayer!— 
The truth exploring witli an t^pial mind, 

In doctrine and communion they have sought 
Firmly bdlween the*two extremes to steer ; 

Hut theirs the wise man’s ordinary lot— 

To trace right courses for the stubborn Mind, 

And prophesy to cars that will not hear. 


XLI. 


DISTE.AOTTOSS. 

Men, who have ceased to reverence, soon defy, 
Their forefathers ; lo! sects arc formed, and split 
With morbid restlessness;—the ecstatic fit 
Spreads wide; though special mysteries inultinly. 



ECCr4ESIASTICA^ SONICETS. 


Shmts^must govern, is their common cry; 
BoVhey laboiiii^r, deeming Holy Wrffc 
Disgraced by aught that seems content to sit 
Beneath the roof of settled Modesty. 

The Romanist exults; frctili hope he jraws 
Rrom the confusion, craft ilv incites 
The overweening, personates the mad— 

To heap disgust upon.the worthier Cause: 
Totters the Throne; the ne^^-born Church is sad. 
For evei^-’ wave against her peace unites. 


XLir. 

Gi::^ro\vL>Eu i lot. 

FIsap hath a hundred ej'cs that all agree ® * 

To plague her beating heart; and there is one 
(^7.".r idlest that!) wliich holds communion 
'W ith things that wci’o not, yet were meant to be. 
Aghast within its gloomy cavity * 

That eye (which sees as if fulfilled and done 
Crimea thtft might stop the motion of the sun) 
Beholds the horrible catastrophe 
Of an assembled Senate uuredeemed 
From subterraneous Treason’s darkling power: 
Merciless act of sorrow infinite! 

‘Worse'than the product of that dismal night, 
When gushing, copious as a thunder-shower, 

The blood of Iliiguenots through Paris streamed. 



posits OP IMAGINATION. 



ALIir. 

JLLUSTRATIOX. 

SHE JCXG-FRAU AND THE FALL OF THE RHINE NEAR SOUAFKHAUSSII. 

Titb Tii’gin Mounttiin*, wearing: like a Queen 
A brilliant cro\|fn of everlasting tinow, f 
^heds ruin from ber sides ; ^nd men below 
Wonder that aught of asjiect so serene 
Can link with desolation. Smooth and gn^en, 

And seeming, at a little distance, slow. 

The waters of the Rhine ; but on they go 
Pretting and whitening, keener and more keen; 

Till madness seizes on the whojp wide Plood, 

Turned to a fearful Thing whose nostrils bieathe 
Blasts of tempestuous smoke—wherewith he trigs * 
To hide himself, but only magnifies ; 

And doth in more conspicuous torment writhe, 
Deafening the region in his ireful mood. 


XLIV. 

TROUBLES or CHAllLES THE FIRST. 

Eten such the contrast that, where’er we move. 
To the mind’s eye Religion doth present; • 

iNbw with her own deep quietness content; 
Then, like the mountain, thundering from above 


• Tbe «TuDg-fhvn. 


ECCLBSEASTIci^L SONNETS. {17 

tli*b ancient pine-trees of tbo gi^ye 
Asid tHc Land’s humblest conif^rts. Now her mood 
llecals the transformation of the flood, * 

^V^lose rage the gentle skies in vain reprove; 

Eai’th cannot check. O terrible excels 
Of headstrong will! Can this bo Piety ? 

No—some fierce Maniac hath usurped her name; 

And scourges Euglan^^j struggling ^o be free: 

Her peace destroyed j» her h<jpes a wilderness! 

Her bleAings cursed—hej glory turnfld to shame I 


XLV. 

» LACD"*’. 

by foes determined hot to spA-e, 

An old weak Man for vengeance thrown aside, 

* in tile painfid art of dying * ti‘ied, 

(Like a poor bird entangled in a snare 
AVlioso^cart still flutters, though his wyigs forbear 
To stif in useless struggle) hath rtdied 
On hope that conscious iunoceuce supplied, 

And in his prison breathes celestial air. 

Why tarries then thy chariot ? Wherefore stay, 

0 Heath! the oiisanguiued yet triumphant wheels. 
Which thou prepar’st, full often, to convey 
(What«time a State with madding faction reels) 

The Saint or Patriot to the world that heals 
All wounds, all perturbations doth allay ? 


* Sc» Note. 
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XL^. 

afflictions of ENCIJS.SD. 

HAitif! could’st thiu venture, (fci thy boldest string, 
The faintest note to ech^ which*tbe blast 
<?aught from th*e hand of IVfioses as it passed^ 

O’er Sinai’s top, or from tlie Shepherd-king. 

Early awake, by Siloa's brook, to sing 

Of dread Jehovah ; then, should wood and waste 

Hear also of that name, and mercy cast 

Off to the mountains, like a covering 

Of which the Lord was weary. "VVeep, oh 1 weep, * 

Weep with the good, beholding King and Priest 

Hespiscd by that stein God to whom they raise 

Their suppliant hands; but holy is the feast 

He keepeth j like the firmament his ways t 

His statutes like the clmmbers ot the dee]?. 
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PABff in. 

FROM TllR IlESTOBATIOS TO TllC rRtSEXT TIMES. 

[Whsr I came to ibis part of tine series I liad tbc dream described 
in this Sonnet. The #gurc was IhalyDf my daughter, and the 
whole passed exactly^as here ^presented. The Sonnet was 
composed on tlio diiddle road icading from Grasmere to 
Ambleside : it was begun is 1 lef t the house Of the valof 
and fiuislicd, word for word as it now stands, before I came in 
riew of Kydnl. I wish 1 could say tbc same of the tire or six 
hundred 1 have written : most of them were frequently re¬ 
touched in th<^ course of composition, and, pot a few, laboriously. 

1 have only further to observe that the intended Church 
wliich prompted these Sonnets was erected on Coleorton Moor 
towards the centre of a very impulous parish between three and 
• four miles from Asliby-de-la-Zoiich, on the road to lx>ughborough, 
and has proved, I l>ehcve, a great benefit to the iicighb(mr> 
hoixl.'J 


T. 

I SAV the^giirc of a lovely Maid 
S»*ated alone beneath a darksome tree, 
’Wliose'fondly-overbanging canopy 
Set off^fer brightness with a pleasing shade. 

Jfo Spirit was she ; my heart betrayed, 

For she was one I loved exceedingly; 

But while I gazed in tender reverie 
(Or was it sleep that with my Fancy played?) 
The bright corporeal presence—form and face— 
Bemaining still distinct grew thin and rare, 

Like snnny mist;—at length the golden hair, 
Shape, limbs, and heavenly features, keeping pace 
Each with tlie other in a lingering race 
Of dissolution, melted into air. 



rOBUS mAOlNATIOB. 


II. 


f 


PATRIOTIC SlAirATIllUS. 


Last uiglifc, \riihout a voice, tlii^ Yisiou spake 
Fear to my Soul, an^ sa^ess nlycb iiiiglit seciu 
Wholly disseyerrd from our present theme; f 
Tot, my helovod Country! f partake 


Of kindred agitations for thy sake; 

Thou, too, dost visit oft iny midnight dream; 
lliy gloiy meets me with the earliest beam 
Of light, vrhich tells that Morning is awake. 

If aught impair thy beauty or destroy. 

Or but forebode destruction, I d<>plore 
With filial love the sad vicissitude; 

If thou hast^fallcii, an*d rigliicous Uea\en restore 
The prostrate, Ihcn ii»y spring-time is renewed. 
And sorrow bartered for c\ceediiig joy. 


III. 


CHARLLS Tn£ SKCONU. 

Who eomes^with rapture greeted, and caressed 
’ WHdi fimniio lore—bis kingdom to regain ? 

Vjrta6*s Nurse, Adversity, in vain 
Weeeived, aod fastened in her iron breast: 
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For al^«he taughf of hardiest and of bast, 

^ woiald have taught, by discipline o{^gHin 
And long pritittion, now disaolyes amuin. 

Or is remembered only giro zest 
To tnmtonncss.—-Awaj', Circean revels! 

But for what gain ? if England soon must sink 
Into a gulf which all distinction levels— 

That bigotry raa)' swrllow the good name, 

And, with that drauglht, tlie Hfe-blood: miseiy. shanu^ 
By Poel^ loathed; from sihicli Historians shrink 1 


rv. 


LA.rit L DIN Aisuy ISM. 

XBT Truth IS ki'cnlv hought for, and the wind 
Charged •with rich words poured out in thought^ 
• defciiec; 

'Whether the Churdi inspire tluit eloquence. 

Or a BIKlonie Piety confined ^ 

To the solo temple of the inward mind; 

And One tliero is who builds immortal lays, 

Though doomed to tread in solitary ways. 

Darkness before ami danger’s voice behind; 

Tet not alone, nor helpless to repel 

Sad thoughts; for from above the starry si>hciv 

Come secrets, whispered nightly to his ear; 

And the pure spirit of celestial light 

Shines through his soul—* that he may see and tell 

Of things invisible to mortal sight.* 
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WAIiON'j I.UOK OP IXTPS5. 

Thbbe aro no colours in the fjiifcst slty 
So feir as these. The fouthcr, wjicucc the pen 
^as shaped thfft traced thotlives of these go^d men. 
Dropped from an Angel’s "na ing. With inoistenca 
We read of faith and purest charity 
In Statesman, Priest, and liumblo Citizen: 

O could we copy their mild virtues, then 
What joy to live, what blessedness to die! 

Methinhs their very names shiuo still and bright 
Apart—^like glow-worms on a summer night; 

Or lonely Vipers wh^n from far they fling 
A guiding ray; or seen—like stars on high, 
Satellites burning in a lucid ring « 

Around meek Walton’s beai eidy memory. 


Tl. 


CLBRICAL INTEORITT 

Nob shall the eternal roll of praise reject 
Those Unconforming; whom one rigorous day 
Drites jhom their Cures, a voluntary prey 
To poyerty, aud grief, and disrespect. 


ECCLESIASTtCAL SONKEm ^ 

iJnd fiome to w^nl^as if by tempests Tfrecked 
On a wild coast.; how destitute! did 
Peel not that Conscience never can betray, 

That peace of mind is Virtue’s sure effect. 

Their altars they forego, their homes they quit. 

Fields which they love, and patlis they daily trod, 

And cast the future upon Providence; 

As men the dictate or whose inwafd sense 
OutweigJ^s the world* whom self-dec^ving wit 
Lnres not from what they deem the cause of God. ® 


VII. 

* 

rmSlSOOTION or the SOOTIISH COVENAMTEBa 

VTheit Alpine Vales threw forth a suppliant oiy, 

The majesty of England interposed 
And the sword stopped; the bleeding wounds were 
4ilosed; ^ 

And Faith preserved her ancient purity. 

How little hoots that precedent of good, 

8eomed or forgotten, Thou canst testify, 

For England’s shame, O Sister Eealm! from wood, 
Mountain, and moor, and crowded street, where lie 
The headless martyrs of the Covenant, 

Slain by Compatriot-protestants that draw 
From councils senseless as intolerant 
,^eir warrant. Bodies fall by wild sword-law; 

Bnfr wbo would force the Soul, tilts with a straw 
Ag^nst a Champion cased in adamant. 



POEM'S OP THB tllAGIS'ATIOir. 




M r. 

AC^eL I ETAL Ol* TIIL JtlSUOFS. 

A TOICE, from long-cxpoctiii" tliousands sent, 
Shatters tho air, and tr6ubk*s tawer and bpiro; 

•Por Justice hath absolved ihe innocent, * 

And Tjpranny is balked of her desire: 

Up, down, the busy Thames—rapid as fire 
Coursing a train of gunpowder—il w ent, 

And transport finds in every street a vent, 

Till tho whole City rings liko one vast quire. 

Tlio Fathers urge the People to be btill, 

With outstroiehed hands and fiamest spcecli—in vain! 
Yea, manyi haply wont to entertain 
Small reverence for the mitre’s office*?. 

And to Iteligiou’s self no friendly will, • 

A Prelate’s blessing ask on bended knees. 


iv. 

WXLUAV TIIS lUXltn. 

CjIXK aa an undcr-c urrent, strong to di'aw 
HiiUums of waves into itsedf, and rau, 
3?K>m sea to sea, impervious to the sun 
piongluag storm, the spirit of Nassau 
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fiwervep not, (bOw blest if by religious tfwe ^ 
Stayed, and ttiereby enabled to conten^\ 

With the wide world’s commotions) from its end 
Swerves not—diverted by *i casual law. 

Had mortal action e’er a nobler scopeV 
The Hero comes to liberate, not defy; 

And, while he marches on with stcdfast hope, 
Conqueror beloved! expected anxVmsly! 

The vacillating Bondii''an of the Pope 
Shrinks ftom the verdict oi his stedfast eye. 


X. 


OBLIGATIOKS OF CIVIL TO FXUGIOUB LLBXBTT. 

» 

Ueoeatsful Country, if thou e’er forget 
The sons who for thy civil rights have bled! 

Hdw, like a Boman, Sidney bowed his head, 

And Bussel’s milder blood the scaiTold w^t; 

But th€B% had fallen for profitless regret 
Had not thy holy Church her champions bied. 

And daimB from other worlds inspirited 
The star of Liberty to rise. Nor yet 
(Grave this within thy heart!) if spiritual things 
Be lost, through apathy, or scorn, or fear, 

Shalt th^u thy humbler franchises support, 

However hardly won or justly dear r 

What came from heaven to heaven by nature clings^ 

And, if dissevered thence, its course is short. 


ttuLt m 


t 
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BAOHEVSRBL. 

A siTDDEir conflict rises from the swell 
Of a proud slavery mej: by tenets strained 
In Liberty’s behalf. Pea^^a, triie or feigned, 

Spread through all ranks; and lo! the Sentinel 
T$lio loudest rang his pulpit ’larum bell. 

Stands at the Bar, absolved by female eyes 
Mingljing their glances with grave flatteries 
Lavished on Sim —^that England may rebel 
Against her ancient virtue. Hio-n and Low, 
"Watch-words of Party, on all tongues are rife; 

As if a Church, though sprung from heaven* must owe 
To opposites and fierce extremes her life,— 

E'ot to the golden mean, and quiet flow 
Of tilths t^t soften hatred, temper strife. 


xir. 

DotTET a swift Stream, thus far, a bold design 
Have we pursued, with livelier stir of heart 
Than his who sees, borne forward by the Bhino, 
The living landscapes greet him, and depart*; 
Sees spires fast sinking—^up again to start! 

And strives the towers to number, that recline 
O^er the dark steeps, or on the horiaon line 
fitaciding with ilhattered crests his eye athwsxt. 
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SCOLSSUBTIO^ S0HKXS8. 

So liflye- we hurrie^ on with troubled plcfttBi]!^: 
HInoefortlii as on the bosom of a streair.^ 

That slacfains, and spreads wide a watery gleam, 
We, nothing loth a lingerirg course to measure. 
May gather up our thoughts, and mark at leisure 
How widely spread the interests of our theme. 


xm. 


ASPECTS OF GHBISTUNITT IN AMEBICA. 

L—THE PILOBIU 7ATHEB8. 

Well worthy to be magnified ore they 

Who, with sad hearts, of friends and oountzy took 

A iast^fiarewell, their loved abodes forsook, 

And haUowed ground in which their futhers lay; 
Then to the “now-found World explored their way. 
That so a Church, unforced, uncalled to brook 
Bitud r^raints, within some sheltering nook 
Her Lord might worship and his word obey 
In freedom.e Hen they were who could not bend; 
Blest Pilgrims, surely, as they took for guide 
A will by sovereign Conscience sanctified; 

Blest while their Spirits from the woods ascend 
Along a Galaxy that knows no end, 

But in His glory who for Sinners died. 


7 a 
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X. CONTINUED. 

Fboh Bite and Ordinimce abi'sed they fled 
To "Wilds where both were ut^:?rly unknown; 

But not to th^ had Prowdence foreshown 
What benefits are missed, what evils bred, 

In worship neither raised nor limited 

Save by Self-will. Lo! from that distant shore. 

For Bite and Ordinance, Piety is led 

Back to the Land those Pilgrims left of yore, 

Led by her own free choice. So Truth and Love 
By Conscience governed do their stops retrace.— 
Fathers! ^your Virtues, such the power of grace, 
Their spirit, in your Children, thus approve. 
Transcendent over time, unbound by place, 
Concord and Charity in circles move. 


XV. 


IIL OONOLVDED*—^AMSBICAN BPlBOOrAOT. 

FatbxOXB informed with Apostolic light 

Were they, who, when their Country had been freed^ 

Bowing with reverence to the ancient creed, 

Fixed on the frame of England's Church their sight, 
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And Birove lU filial loTe to reunite c 

'Wtiat force had severed. Thence thej fef^ed the seed 

Of Christian unity, and won a meed 

Of praise from Heaven. Thee, 0 saintly White, 

Patriarch of a wide-spreading family, 

Bemotest lands and unborn times shall turn, 

Whether they would restore or build—to Thee, 

As one who rightly taught how zea^ should bum, 

As one who drew froni^out PnTfcVe lioliest urn 
The pure&j stream of patiefit Energy. * 


XVI. 

Bishops and Priests, blessed are ye, if deep 
(As yours above all offices is high) 

Beep in your hearts the sense of duty lie; 

Ch;irged as ye are by Christ to feed and keep 
From wolves your portion of his chosen sheep: 
liahourh^g as ever in your Masters sights* 

Making* your liardest task your best delight, 

What perfect glory ye in Heaven shall reap!— 

But, in the solemn Office which ye sought 
And undertook premonished, if unsound 
Your practice prove, fiiithless though but in thought, 
Bishops and Friers, think what a gulf profound 
Awaits you then, if they were rightly taught 
Who frmed the Ordinance by your Uves disowned! 
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FLAOliS OT 'WOBSHIF. 

As star that 8hiiiQ"i dependent«upon star 
Is to the skj while we dook up and love; 

As to the deep* fair ships which though they move 
Seem fixed, to eyes that watch them from afar; 

As to the sandy desert fountains are, 

With palm-groves shaded at wide intervals, 

Whose fruit around the sun-bnmt Native falls 
Of roving tired or desultoiy war— 

Such to this British Isle her Christian Banes, 

Bach linked to each for kindred services; 

Her SpireF, her Ste^eple-towers with glittering vanes 
Bar-kenned, her Chapels lurking among trees, 
Where a few villagers on bended knees 
Find solace which a busy world disdains. 


XVIII. 

PABTOBAL OHABAOSBB. 

A OSHiAL hearth, a hospitable board. 

And a refined rusticity, belong 

To the neat mansion, where, his flock among, 

She Isamed Pastor dwells, riieir watchful Lord. 
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ThougH meik and patient as a sbeatb^d swa ^; 
XJ|oagb pride's leart liirlung thought app^w a wrong 
ITo human kind; though peace be on his ^ngue, 
Gontleness in his heart—can earth afford 
Such genuine state, pre-eiri aence so free, 

As when, arrayed in Christ's authority. 

He from the pulpit lifts his awful hand; 

Conjures, implores, and labours all he can 
!For re-subjecting to divine copimand 
The stubborn spirit of rebellious man P« 


XIX. 


rip LiTunGT. 

Ybs, If the intensities of hope and fear 
Attract us still, and passionate exercise 
Of. lofty thoughts, the way before us lies 
jDisiinct with signs, through which in set career* 
As throiigh a zodiac, moves the ritual year 
Of England's Church; stupendous mysteries! 
Which whoso travels in her bosom eyes. 

As he approaches them, with solemn cheer. 
Upon that circle traced from sacred stoiy 
We only dare to cast a transient glance, 
Trusting in hope that Others may advance 
With mind intent upon the King of Oloiy, 
Erom his mild advent till his countenance 
Shall dissipate the seas and mountains hoary. 
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BAPTIaM. 

Deab bo tbe Clmrch, that, washing o'er tbe needs 
Of Infancj, provides a ^mely ^bower 
Whose virtue changes to a^chri&tian Plovrer 
A Growtlj from sinful Nature’s bed of weedls 1— 
Pitliest beneath the sacred roof proceeds 
The ministration; while parental Love 
Looks on, and Grace descendeth from above 
As the high service pledges now, now pleads. 

There,should vain thoughts outspread their v ings andfly 
To meet the coming hours of fpstal mirth. 

The tombs—^which hear and answer that brief cry. 
The Infant*fe notice 6f his second birth— * 

Hecal the wandering Soul to sympathy 
With what man hopes from Ileaven, yel fears from 
Earth. 


XXI. 


BPOKSOBS. 

Eathxb! —^to God himself we cannot give 
A holier name! then lightly do not bear 
Bpth names conjoined, but of thy spiritual care 
Be duly mindful: still more sensitive 
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Di) 2ti trutH a second Mother, str^^ ^ 
gainst' disheartening custom, that by T^ee 
Watched, and with love and pious industsy 
Tended at need, the adopted Plant may thrive 
Por everlasting bloom. Benign and pure 
This Ordmance, whether, loss it would supply, 
Prevent omission, help deficiency, 

Or seek to make assur noe doubly sure. 

Shame if the consecrated Vow be ibiind 
An idle form, the Word aw empty sound! 


XXII, 

CSTECUlSINa. 

T'ROit Little down to Least, in due degree, 
iVround the,PaBtor, each in new-wTOuglit vest, 
Each with a vernal posy at his breast, 

We stood, a trembling, earnest Company! 

With Iqii^ soft murmur, like a distant betf, 

Some spake, by thought-perplexing fears betrayed j 
And some a bold unerring answer made: 
flow fluttered then thy anxious heart for me, 
Beloved Mother! Thou whose happy hand 
Had bound the flowers I wore, with faithful tie: 
Sweet flowers I at whose inaudible command 
Her countenance, phantom-hke, doth re-appear: 

O lost too early for the frequent tear, 

And ill requited by this he^felt sigh! 
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XZUI. 

COITIlRSrATIOK. 

The Young-ones gathered in i^xn hill and dale, 
With holiday deliglit on every grow; 

^’Tis passed aw^; far otlie^thoughts prevail; 

For they are taking the baptismal Vow * 
IJpen their conscious selves; their own lips speak 
The solemn promise. Strongest sinews iail, 
j^d many a blooming, many a lovely, cheek 
TJnder the holy fear of God turns pale; 

While on each head his lawn«robed Servant lays 
An apostolic hand, and with prayer seals 
The Covenant. The Omnipotent will raise 
Their feebld Souls; and bear with his regrets, 
Who, looking round the fair assemblage, feels 
That ere the Sun goes down their childhodd sets. 


IXIT. 

CONFIIOfATION OOVTINTJED. 

1 BMM a Mother’s eye intensely bent 
ITpon a Maiden trembling as she knelt; 

Zn and tor whom the pious Mother felt 
Zhhigs that we judge of by a light too fiunt: 
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!r4.1], if je may, some Btar-crowned Saint! 

33Q11 wbat rushed in, from what she was t iilieved— 
Then, when her Child the hallowing touck received, 
And such vibration throug}^ the Mother went 
That tears burst forth amain. Did gleams appear ? 
Opened a vision of that blissful place 
‘Vi^ere dwells a Sister-child ? And was power given 
Fart of her lost One’s |;lory back t? trace 
Even to this Bite P For tbul £f/ie knelt, and, ere 
The Bumifter-leaf had faded^, passed to Ileaven* 


XXV. 


BAOBAHENT. 

Bt ebain yet stronger must the Soul be tied: 

One duty more, last stage of this ascent, 

Brings to thy food, mysterious Sacrament! 

The Offspring, haply, at the Parent’s side; 

But ncFtill They, with all that do abide* 

In Heavez 4 have lifted up their hearts to laud 
And magnify the glorious name of God, 

Fountain of grace, whose Son for sinners died. 

Ye, who have duly weighed the summons, pause 
Ko longer; ye, whom to the saving rite 
The Altar cklls, come early under laws 
That can secure for you a path of light 
Through gloomiest shade; put on (nor dread its weight) 
* Annonr divine, and conquer in your cause! 
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XXJI. 

TQE HAimXAGA CEREMOKT, 

The Vested Priest .before the Altar stands; 
Approach, come gladly, ye prej^rcd, in sight 
fcOf God and chfisen friends,our troth to plight 
With the symbolic ring, and willing hands 
Solemnly joined. Kow sanctify the bands 
O Father!—^to the Espoused thy blessing give, 

That mutually assisted they may live 
Obedient, as here taught, to thy commands. 

So prays the Church, to consecrate a Vow 
“ The which would endless matrimony make ;** 

Union, thal^ shadows,forth and doth partake 
A mystery potent human love to endow 
With heavenly, each more prized for the other’s Baker 
Weep not, meek Bride! uplift thy timid brow. 


XXYIl. 

TBAinmaiviNa after CHiuDBiBm 

WoKAjr! the Power who left his throne on high, 
And deigned to wear the robe of flesh we wear, 
3^be Power that thro* the straits of Infancy 
Did pass dependant on maternal care, 
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BSs humaiutr with Thee will shar^yy 
Heased with the manks that in his Feoj^’s eye 
Thou offerest up for safe Delivery 
From Childbirth’s periloi]^ throes. And should the 
Heir 

Of thy fond hopes hereafter walk inclined 
To courses fit to make a mother rue 
That ever he was bori^ a glance of mind 
Cast upon this observance may renew 
A betterVill; and, in th/iraagined view 
Of thee thus kneeling, safety he may find. 


,xxvni. 


VISITATION OF THE ^ICE. 

The Sabbath bells renew the inviting peal; 

Glad music! yet there be that, worn with pain 
And sicl^ness, listen where they long ha^^e lain, 
In sadflSss listen. With maternal zeal 
Inspired, the Church sends ministers to kneel 
Beside the afflicted; to sustain with prayer, 

And soothe the heart confession hath laid bare— 
That pardon, from God’s throne, may set its seal 
On a true Penitent. When breath departs 
From one disburthened so, so comforted, 

His Spirit Angels greet; and ours be hope 
That, if the Sufferer rise from his sick-bed, 
Hence he will gain a firmer mind, to cope 
With a bad world, and foil the Tempter^s arts.. 
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xmx. 

THE OOKIOKAIinDN SEBVICB. 

^HTiir not this Bite, neglected* yea abhorred, 

By some of unreflecting mind *aB calling 
Han to curse man, (though monstrous and appalling.) 
Go thou and hear the thrcatenings of the Loitn; 
Listening 'within his Temple see his sword 
Unsheathed in wrath to strike the offender’s head, 
Thy own, if sorrow for thy sin be dead, 

Gt^t unrepented, pardon unimplored. 

Two aspects bears Truth needful for salvation; 

Who knows not that ?—^yet would this delicate age 
Look only*on the Gospel’s brighter page; 

Xiet light and dark duly our thoughts employ; 

So shall the fearful words of ComminatioU 
Yield timely fruit of peace and love and joy. 


XXX. 

TOBMB or FBAYEB AT 8SA. 

To kneeling Worshippers no earthly floor 
3iveB holier in'vitation than the deck 
Of 1 ^ storm-shattered Teasel saved &om Wreck 
(When all that Han could do availed no more) 
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^ him wlio raised the TempeBt and res^Sms: 

1 £bPP 7 the crew who this have felt, aad pour 
Porth for his merc^, as the Church ordains, 

Solexnn thanksgiving. will they implore 
In vain who, for a rightful cause, give breath 
To words the Church prescribes aiding the lip 
Por the heart’s sake, ere ship with hostile ship 
Encounters, armed foi¥Work ef pain and death. 
Suppliants 1 the God to whom your cause ye trust 
WiU listen, and ye know that Ho is just. 


XXXI. 


rCITEllAL 8ERVICB. 

Pboic the Baptismal hour, thro* weal and woe. 

The Churc£ extends her care to thought and deed; 
Eor quits the Body when the Soul is freed. 

The mo^;^ weight cast off to be laid lovP. 

Blest iSite for him who hears in faith, ** 1 know 
That my I^deemer liveth,”—hears each word 
That follows—striking on some kindred chord 
Beep in the thankful heart;—yet tears will flow. 

Man is as grass that springeth up at mom, 

Grows green, and is cut down and withereth 
Ere nightfldl—^truth that well may claim a sigh, 

Its natural echo; but hope comes reborn 
At Jesu’s bidding. We rejoice, ** O Death, 

Where is thy Sting?—0 Grave, where is thy Victory ?** 
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Sjems of the imagination. 


xxcn. 

RURAL CrnEMORY*. 

Globing the sacred Book ^ hiqh long has fed 
Our meditations, give we to a <day 
. Of annual joy me tributary'- lay; 

This day, wbon, forth by rustic music led, 

The village Children, while the sky is red 
With evening lights, advance in long array 
Through the still church-yard, each with garland gay, 
That,carried sceptre-likc, o'ertops the head 
Of the proud Bearer. To the wide church-door. 
Charged with these oiTcrings which their fathers bore 
"Fot decoration in the Papal time, 

The innocent procession softly moves:— ^ 

The spirit of Laud is pleased in heaven's pure clime, 
And Hooker's voice the spectacle approves! 


zxxni. 

REGRSTS. 

WotrLD that our scrupulous Sires had dared^to leave 
XiOBB scanty measure of those graceful rites 
And usages, whose due return invites 
A stir of mind too natural to deceive; 


* Soe Note. 
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Giving to Memory Jielp when she would 'Vj^ikye 
A^rown for Hope!—1 dread the boasiei^iights 
That all too often are hut fiery hlights, 

Killing the hud o’er which r'u vain we grieve. 

Go, seek, when Christmas duows discomfort bring, 
The counter Spirit found in some gay church 
Green with fresh holly^every pew a perch 
In which the linnet or t^e thresh uSgbt sing, 
Merry and loud and safe fr^m prying search, 
Strains offered only to the genial Spring. 


XXXIV. 

MUTABILITY. 

KboH tow to high doth dissolution climh, 

And sink from high to low, along a scale 
Of awful notes, whose concord shall not fail; 

A musical hut melancholy chime, « 

Which tli^ can hear who meddle not with crime, 
Nor avarice, ^or over-anxious care. 

Truth fails not; hut her outward forms that hear 
The longest date do melt like frosty rime, 

That in the morning whitened hill and plain 
And is no more; drop like the tower sublime 
Of yesterday, which royaUy did wear 
His crown of weeds, hut could not even sustain 
Some casual shout that broke the silent air, 

Or the unimaginable touch of Time. 




VOL. XV. 
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3^XV. 

OLD ABBZTS. 

Monastic Domef! following«my downward wav, 
Untouched by due re^t I iftarked your fall! 
Now, ruj'n, beauty, ancient stillnesB, all ^ 
Dispose to judgments temperate as we lay 
On our past selves in life’s declining day: 

For as, by discipline of Time made wise, 

We learn to tolerate the infirmities 
And faults of others—^gently as he may, 

So with our own the mild Instructor deals, 
Teaching us to forget them or forgive. 

Perversely curious, then, for hidden ill 

Why should we break Time’s charitable seals ? ' 

Once ye were holy, ye are holy still; , 

Your spirit freely let me drink, and live! 


XXXVI. 

XMIGBANT VBENCn CLEBGT. 

Dnnr while 1 speak, the sacred roofs of Prance 
Are shattered into dust; and self-exiled 
Prom altars threatened, levelled, or defiled, 
Wander the Ministers of Ood, as chance 



XOCLESIABTIOAL SONNaTflt 


6$ 


Of siiB a way for life, or consonance 
OSfeith invites. More welcome to no Isj^ 

The fugitives than to the British striind, 

Where priest and layman 'Vvjth the vigilance 

Of true compassion greet them. Creed and test 

Vanish before the unreserved embrace 

Of catholic humanity:—distrest 

They came,^—and, while the moral tempest roars 

Throughout the Country they lave left^ our shores 

Give to thoir Jbhith a fearlebs resting-pl^e. 


xxxvn. 

CONGBATULATIOX. 

Thus all things lead to Charity, secured 
By THEM who blessed the soft and happy gale 
That landward urged the great Deliverer’s sail. 

Till in the sunny bay his fleet was moored > 
Bropitiouehour 1—had we, like them, endured 
Sore stress oJ^apprehension”, Tvith a mind 
Sickened by injuries, dreading worse designed, 

From month to month trembling and unassured. 
How had we then rejoiced! But we have felt, 

As a loved substance, their futurity; 

GK)od, which they dared not hope for„ we have seen; 
A State whose generous will through earth is dealt; 
A State—^which, balancing berself between 
Licence and slavish order, dares be free. 


a 2 


* See Note. 
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xxlTni. 

KEW CHUBCnSS. 

Bht liberty, and tHumpbs onJ;ho Main, 

And laurelled /irmies, not^to be withstood— 

What serve they ? if, on transitory good f 
Intent, and sedulous of abject gain. 

The State (ah, surely not preserved in vain!) 

Borbear to shape due channels which the Flood 
Of sacred truth may enter—till it brood 
O'er the wide realm, as o'er the Egyptian plain 
The all-sustaining Nile. No more—^thc time 
Is conscious of her want; through England's bounds, 
In rival hftste, the \vished-for Temples rise! , 

1 hear their sabbath bells’ harmonious chime 
Float on the breeze—the heavenllest of all sounds 
That yale or hill prolongs or multiplies! 


XXXIZ. 

CHUBCH TO BE EBBOTSB. 

Be this the chosen site; the virgin sod, 
Moistened from age to age by dewy eve, 

Shall disappear, and grateful earth receive 
The comer-stohe from hands that build to God. 
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Yon revered haw^honis, hardened to the rod . 
Of winter storms, yet budding cheerfullyj*^ 

Those forest oaks of Druid memory, 

Shall long survive, to shelt^ the Abode 
Of genuine Faith. Where, haply, *mid this band 
Of daisies, shepherds sate of yore and wove 
May-garlands, there let the holy altar stand 
For kneeling adorationj—while—Jibove, 

Broods, visibly portrayed, the*mystic Dove, 

That shalh protect from blasphemy the Land. 


XL, 


GOHTIMDEO. 

” A 

Mine ear has rung, my spirit sunk subdued, 
Sharing the*stroDg emotion of the crowd, 

When each pale brow to dread hosannas bowed 
While clouds of incense mounting veiled the rood, 
That glkSimered like a pine-tree dimly viewed 
Through Alpine vapours. Such appalling rite 
Our Church prepares not, trusting to the might 
Of simple truth wuth grace divine imbued; 

Yet will we not conceal the precious Cross, 

Like men ashamed: the Sun with his first smile 
Shall greet that symbol crowning the low File: 
And the fresh air of incense-breathing mom 
Shall wooingly embrace it; and green moss 
Creep round its arms through centuries unborn. 
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irSW OHURCH-TABD. 

The encircliiig ground, in natfre turf arrayed, 

Ifi now by solemn cons^cratiob given 
To social interests, and to*‘favouring Ileav^; 
And where the rugged colts their gambols played. 
And wild deer bounded through the forest glade, 
TTnchecked as when by merry Outlaw driven, 
Shall hymns of praise resoimd at mom and even; 
And soon, full soon, the lonely Sexton’s spade 
Shall wound the tender sod. Eucincturo small, 
Bat infinite its grasp of weal Und woe! 

Hopes, fears, in never-ending ebb and flow;— 
The spousal trembling, and the * dust to dust,* 
The prayers, the contrite struggle, and the trust 
That to the Almighty Father looks through alL 


XLTI. 

CATBXDBALS, JUSO, 

OPXlir your gates, ye everlasting Piles! 

Types of the spiritual Church which 0od hath ireaxed 
Kot loth we quit the newly-hallowed sward 
And humble ’mid your sumptuous aisles 
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To knoel, or tluid ]rour intricate defiles, 

Op down the nave to pace in motion slow; 

Watching, with upward eye, the tall tow& grow 
And mount, at every step, mth living wiles 
Instinct—^to rouse the heart and lead the will 
By a bright ladder to the world above. 

Open your gates, ye Monuments of love ’ 

Di^e! thou Lincoln, 8n thy soveiteign hill! 

Thou, stately York! and Ye, ^hose splendours cheer 
Isis and Ctun, to patient Science dear 


XLIII. 


INSIDE or king’s college CnAFEL, OAMBBIDGE. 

» , “ » 

Tax not the royal Saint with vain expense. 

With iU-matched aims the Architect who planned— 
Albeit labouring for a scanty band 
Of white robed Scholars only—this immense 
And glotlous Work of fine intelligence! 

Give idl th<^u canst; high Heaven rejects the lore 
Of nicely-calculated less or more; 

^o deemed the man who fashioned for the sense 
These lofty pillars, spread that branching roof 
Self-poised, and scooped into ten thousand cells, 
Whm light and shade repose, where music dwells 
Lingering—and wandering on as loth to die ; 
lake thoughts whose very sweetness yieldeth proof ^ 
That they were bom for immortality. 
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XLIV. 

r 

THE SAME. 

What awful perspiective! while from our sight 
With gradual stealth thfe latertil windows hide 
Their Portraitilres, their edone-work glimmers, djed 
In the soft chequerings of a sleepy light. 

Martyr, or King, or sainted Eremite, 

Whoe’er ye be, that thus, yourselves unseen, 

Imbue your prison-bars with solemn sheen. 

Shine on, until ye fade with coining Night!— 

But, from the arms of silence—list! 0 list! 

The music bursteth into second life; 

The notes Juxuriate, every stone is kissed 
By sound, or ghost of sound, in mazy strife; 
Beart-thrilling strains, that cast, before the eye 
Of the devout, a veil of ecstas}'^! 


XLV. 

OONTIKVED. 

They dreamt not of a perishable home 

Who thus could build. Be mine, in hours of fear 

Or grovelling thought, to seek a refuge here; 

Or through the aisles of Westminster to roam; 



■” 

ECCLlBIASTItiiL BONNETS. . 89 

VEhere bubbles bursl^ and folly^^s dancing foam 
Melts, If it cross tne threshold; where the wreath 
Of awe*struck wisdom droops: or let inf path 
Lead to that younger Pile, whose sky-like dome 
Hath typified by reach of faring art 
Infinity’s embrace; whose guardian crest, 

The silent Cross, among the stars siiall spread 
As now, when Slie hatli also seen !'er breast 
Filled with mementos, satiate? with its part 
Of gratefial England’s ovorflow'ing Lead. 


XLTI. 

EJACULATION. 

(i. 

^ 11 

Glout to Ood! and to the Power who came 
In filial duty, clothed with love divine, 

IThat made his human tabernacle shine 
Like Ocean burning with purpureal flamj^; 

Or likei^e Alpine Mount, that takes its name 
From rosciy:e hues, far kenned at mom and even 
In hours of peace, or when the storm is driven 
Along the nether region’s rugged frame! 

Earth prompts—Heaven urges; let us seek the light, 
Studious of that pure intercourse begun 
" Wheil first our infant brows their lustre won; 

So, like the Mountain, may we grow more bright 
From unimpeded commerce with the Sun, 

At the approach of all-involving night. 
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XLVir. 

OOVCLUSION. 

Wbt Bleeps the figure, as a snake enrolled. 

Coil 'within coil, at noo»-tide For the Word 
Yields, if 'with tmpresumpkiouB faith explored, 

Power at whose touch the sluggard shall untold 
His dMwsy rings. Look forth!—that Stream behold, 
That Stbsaic upon whose bosom we have passed 
Moating at ease while nations have effaced 
Hations, and Death has gathered to his fold 
Xiong lines of mighty Kings—^look forth, my Soul! 
(Hot in this vision be thou slaw to trust) 

The living Raters, less and less by guilt 
Stained and polluted, brighten as they roll, 

Till they have reached the eternal City— 

For the perfected Spirit of the just! 



YAREOW EEVTSITED, AND OTHER POEMSt, 

COMPOSBB (TWO EXCEPTED) DDBING A TOUB IN SCOTLAND 
AND ON THE ENGLISH BORDER, IN THE AUTUMN OF 1881^ 


[In the antaxDS of my datjzhtcr and I off from Sjdal to 
visit Six* Walter Scott befuvr his departure fur Italy This 
journey had been delayed bj an inflammation in uy eyes till vre 
found that the time appointed for his leaving home would be too 
near for him to receive us without considerable inconvenmee. 
Nevertheless we praceeded and reached Abbotsford on Monday. 
1 was then scarcely able to lift up my eyes to the light. How 
sadly changed did 1 find him from the man 1 had seen so 
healthy, gay, and hopeful, a few years before, when he said at 
the inn at Patcrdale. in my ]uescnuc, his daughter Anne also 
being there, with Mr. .Lockhart, my own wdfe and daughter, 
and Mr. Quilliuan,—*'l mean to hve till I am eiyhtyf and 
shall write as long as I live.’' But to return to Abbotiifford ; 
^e inmates and guests wc found there were Sir Walter, Major 
Scott, Anne Scott, and Mr. and Mrs. Lockhart, Mr. Liddell, 
his Lady and Brother, and Mr. Allan tho {lainter, and Mr. 
Laidlow, a very old fiicnd of Sir Walter’s. One of Bums's sons, 
an officer in the Indian service, had left the house a day or tw'o 
before, and had kindly expressed his regret that he could not 
awaiWmy arrival, a regret that I may tmly say was mutual. In 
the evening, Mr. and Mrs. Liddell song, and Mrs. Lodchart 
chanted did ballads to her harp; and Mr. Allan, hanging over 
the back of a chair, told and acted odd stories in a humorous 
way. With this exhibition and his daughter's singing, Sir 
Walter was much amused, as indeed were wo all as itor as 
drcumstances would allow. But what is most worthy of mention 
is the admirable demeanour of Major Scott during the following 
evenly when the Liddells were gone and only ourselves and 
Mr. .^ulan were present. He had much to suffer from the sight 
of his father’s infirmities and from the great change that was 
about to take place at the residence he had built, and where 
)ie had long lived in so much prosperity and happiness. But 
what struck me most was the paiimt kindness wi^ which he 
sapported himself under the many firetfol expressions that his 
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•ifiter Anne addressed to him or uttered in liis hrariog. She, 
poor thing, as mistress of that bouse, had been subject, adlor 
her mother^s death, to a heavier load ot are and responsibiligy 
and greater ftacrifices of time than one of such a conrtitution of 
body and mind was able to bear. Of this, Dora and 1 were 
made so sensible, that, as sron as we had crossed the Tweed 
on our departure, we gave vent at the same moment to our 
apprehensions that her brain would fail and she would go ont 
of her mind, or that she would sink under the trials she bad 
passed and those which awaited her. On Tuesday morning Sir 
Walter Scott accompanied us and most of the paxty to Newark 
Oastle on the Yarrow, '^hen wo alighted from the carriages 
he walked pretty stoutly, and great pleasure in re nsiting 
those bis farfhirite haunts^ Of that excursion the verses 
Yarrow revisited*’ are a memonal. NotwithAanding the 
romance that pervades Sir Walter's works and attaches to many 
of his habits, there is too much pressure of fact for these verses 
to harmonise as much as I could wish with other poems. On 
our return in the afternoon we bad to cross the Tweed directly 
opposite Abbotsford. The wheels of our carnage grated upon 
the pebbles in the l)ed of the stream that there flows somewhat 
rapidly ; a rich but aad light of rather a purple than a golden 
hue was spread over the Eildon hills at that moment; and, 
thinking it proluible that it niigbt be the last time Sir W^ter 
would cross the stream, I was not a little moved, and expressed 
some of diy feelings hi the sonnet beginning—A trouble, n6t 
of clouds, or weeping rain,” At noon on Thursday we leit 
Abbotsford, and in the morning of that day Sir Walter and I 
had a serious conversation tdte-a-ttite, when lie spoke with 
gratitude of the happy life which upon the whole he had led. 
He had written in my daughter’s Album, before he came into 
the breakf%t-room that morning, a few stanzas addressed to 
bor, and, while putting the book into her hand, In his own 
study, standing by his desk, he said to her in my jiresence*— 
** I should not have done anything of this kin^ but for your 
lather’s sake : they are probably the last verses I shall ever 
^te.” They show how much his mind was impaired, not 
the strain of thought but by the execution, some of the lines 
being imperfect, and one stanza wanting corresponding rhymes : 
one letter, the initial S, had been omitted in the spelling of 
his own name. In this interview also it was that upon my 
expressing a hope of his health being benefited by the climate 
of the country to which he was going, and by the interest he 
would take in the classic remembrances of Italy, be made use 
of the quotation from ** Yarrow unvisited** as recorded by me 
in the ^^Musings at Aquapendente ** six years afterwards. Hr. 
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' LocUiart baa mentioned in bis life of bim wbat I beard from 
aey^ral quarters i^le abroad, both at Borne and elaevber^ 
that little seemed to interest liim but what bt could collect or 
beard of the fugitive Stuarts and their adherents who bad 
Mlowed them into exile. Both the ‘'Yarrow revisited” and 
the “Sonnet” were sent ifim before his departure from 
England. Some further particulars of the conversations which 
occurred during this visit 1 should have set down had they not 
been already accurately recorded by Mr. Jjockhart. 1 first 
became acquainted with tins great and amiable man—Sir 
Walter Scott—in the yea^l603, when my sister and I, making 
a tonr in Scotland, were hospitably received by him in XtasB- 
wade upon the banks of the*Esk, where 1% was then living. 
We saw^i good deal of him in tlie course of the following week : 
the particulars aie given in my sister’s Journal of that tour.] 


TO 

SAMUEL EOGEKS, ESQ., 

AB A lESTIHOKT OF FRIENDSHIP, AND ACKNOWLBDaUEVT OF 
INTELLECTUAL OBLIGATIONS, 

THESE MEMORIALS ARE AFFECTIONATELY INSOBIBED. 

Btdal Mount, Dec. 11,1834. 


I. 

The following Stanzas are a memorial of a day passed with Sir 
'Walter Scott, and other Friends visiting the Banks of the 
Yarrow under his guidance, immediatdy before his departure 
firom Abbotsford, for Naples. * 

Th^itle Yarrow Revisited will stand in no need of explanU' 
tion, for Readers acquainted with the Author's previous poms 
suggested by that celebrated Stream. 

The gallant Youth, who may have gained, 

Or seeks, a ‘ winsome Marrow,* 

Was but an Infant in the lap 
"TOien first I looked on Yarrow; 

Once more, by Newark’s Castle-gate 
Long left without a warder, 

I stood, looked, listened, and with Thee, 

Great Minstrel of the Border! 



poBus OF 0^ ocAanrATioir. 

* 

Grave thoughts ruled wide on J;hat sweet dayi* 
Their dignity installiiig 
In gentle bosoms, while sere leaves 
■Wero on the bougljp or falling; 

But breezes played, and sunshine gleamed--«> 
The forest to embolden; 

Beddcned the £ery hues, and shot 
Transparense through tlie golden. 


For busy thoughts the Stream flowed on 
In foamy agitation; 

And slept in many a crystal pool 
For quiet contemplation: 

No public and no private care 
The freeborn mind enthralling, 

"We made a day of happy Jliours, 

Ou^ happy ^ys recalling. 


Brisk Youth appeared, the Morn of ^outh, 
With freaks of graceful folly,— 

Life’s temperate Noon, her sober Eve, ^ 
Her Night not melancholy; 

Past, present, future, all appeared 
In harmony United, 

Like guests that meet, and some from far, 
By cordial love invited 


And if, as Yarrow, through the woods 
And down the meadow ranging. 

Did meet us with unaltered face. 

Though we were changed and changing; 



TAtlBOW BBTISIXED. 


If^ ihenj som^ natural shadows spread 
Our inward prospect over, ^ 
The soul's deep valley was not slow 
Its brightness to reaver. 


Eternal blessings on the Muse, 

And her divine'*employmen^! 

The blameless Mule, whb trains her Sons 
For hope and calm Snjoyment;' 

Albeit sickness, lingering yet, 
lias o’er their pillow brooded; 

And Caro waylays their steps—a Sprite 
Not easily eluded. 


For thee, O Scott ! compelled to change 
Green Eildon-hill and Cheviot 
. For warm Vesuvio’s vine-clad slopes ;* 
And leave thy Tweed and Tiviot 
For mild Sorento’s breezy waves; 

May classic Fancy, linking 
With native Fancy her fresh aid, 
Aeserve thy heart from sinking! 


O! while they minister to thee, 

Each vying with the other. 

May Health return to mellow Age 
■^ith Strength, her venturous brother; 
And Tiber, and each brook and rill 
Eenowned in song and story, 

With unimagined beauty shine, 

Nor lose one ray of glory I 



POEHS OF THE lUAaiKATIOV. 


'For Thou, upon a hundred stm ams, 

'By taVss of love and sorrow. 

Of f^thful love, undaunted truth, 

Hast shed the power *of Yarrow ; 

And streams unknown, hills yet unseen. 
Wherever they invite Thee, 

At parent Nature’s grateftil call. 

With gladness must requite Thee. 


A gracious welcome shall be thine. 
Such looks of love and honour 
As thy own Yarrow gave to mo 
When first I gazed upon her; 
Beheld what 1 had feared to see. 
Unwilling to surrender 
Dreams treasured up from early days, 
Th^holy and the tender. 


And what, for this frail world, were all 
That mortals do or suffer. 

Did no responsive harp, no pen, 
Memorial tribute offer ? 

Yea, what were mighty Nature's self^ 
Her features, could they win us. 
Unhelped by the poetic voice 
That hourly speaks within us ? 


Nor deem that localised Homance 
Plays false with our affections ; 
Unsanct^es our tears—made sport 
JTor fanciful dejeetions: 



BOVKETS. 


W 


Ah, no! the v^'sions of the past 
Su&tain the heart in feeling 
Life as she is—our changeful Life, 

With friends and kindred dealing. 

Bear witness, Ye, whose thoughts that dajr 
In Tarroi^’s groves were centred; 

Who through the si^^nt pprtal arch 
Of mouldering Newa^ entered; 

And clomb the winding stair that once 
Too timidly was mounted 
By the * last Minstrel,* (not the last!) 

Ere he his Tale recounted. 

Plow on for ever, Yarrow Stream I 
Eulfil thy pensive duty, 

Well pleased that future Bards should chant 
Eor simple hearts thy beauty; 

To dream-light dear while yet unseen. 

Dear to the common sunshine, 

'And dearer still, as now 1 feel. 

To memory*B shadowy moonshine! 


n. 


OK TBS DSPAATUnS OF SIR WALTER 800 TT VROlf ABBOTSTOUSb 

rOR KATLES. 

A TBOUBLS, not of clouds, or weeping rain, 

Xor of the setting sun*e pathetic light 
Engendered, hangs o*er Eildon's triple height: 
Spirits of Power, assembled there, (HMnplain 

veil. tf. u a 



pdBMa 09 xisoa ouGiVAnoK'. 


!For Idndred Power departimg frogi their sight; 

While Tweidybest pleased in ehanting a blithe siraiii^ 
Saddens his voice again, and ^et again. 

Xaft up jo\3T hearts, yo ]\f oumers! for the might 
Of the whole world’s good wishes with him goes; 
Blessings and prayers, in nobler retinue 
Than sceptered king or laureJged conqueror knows, 
PoUow this wondi-ous jPoten^te. Be true, 

Ye winds of ocean, and the midland sea. 

Wafting your Charge to soft Parthenope U 


III. 

A PLACE OP BUIOAL XV THf BOUTH OV SOOTLAVD. 

[SmiiiAB pUcces for bmial are not nnfreqncnt in Scotland. The <Mie 
that Boggested tins Sonnet lies on Uie banks of a BmaU stream 
called the Wanchope that flows into the Ksk near l«angholme. 
Mlelile, who, as it appears from his poem on Sir Maartin, was 
not without genuine ]^tio feelings, was horn and passed hit 
boyhood, in ^is neighbourhood, under hw fether who was a 
minister of the Scotch Kirk. The Esk, both above and below 
Langholme, .flows through a beautiful oountty, rud the two 
streams of the Wanchope and the Ewes, which jom it near that 
place, are such as a pastoral poet would delight in.] 

pABT fenced by man, part by a rugged steep 
That curbs a foaming brook, a Grave-yard lies; 

IHie bare’s best cou^ing-^lace for fearless ideep; 
Which moonlit elves, far seen by credulous eyes, 
Bater in dance. Of church, or sabbath ties, 

Bo vestige now remains; yet thither creep 
ftmfb Ones, and in lowly anguish weep 
Their pnym iMbt to the wind and nak^ akie«i 




Bomnna. d9 

^cnd tomb is none; butikidelj^BculptuTed knightB, 
Bji humble choice of plun old times, are seen 
Level with earth, among the hillocks green £ 

ITmon not sad, when sunny daybreak smites 
The spangled turf, and neig^ouring thickets ring 
yrUhjMlate from the choirs of spring! 


IV. 

on TAB SIGHT OF A MAHSE IN THE SOOTH OF SGOTLANl)!. 

[The muises in Scotland and the gardens and gronnds about them 
have seldom that atti active appearance which is common 
about onr Bnglish parsonages, even when the dergyman’s income 
fe.lla below the average of the Scotch minister’s. This is not. 
merely owing to the one country being poor in comparison 
with ^e other, hut arises rather out of the equality of their 
faoiefioes, BO that no one has enough to spare for deooratioiui 
that might serve as an example for others ; whereas^ with ns, 
the tsste of the richer inoumbent extends its influence more or 
less to the poorest. After all, in these observations the surface 
Only of the matter is touched. I once heard a oonversatioa in 
which the Boman Catholic Religion was decried on account of 
its abuses. ** You cannot deny, however,” said a lady of the 
party, repeating an expression used by Charles 2nd, ** that it is 
the zeUjfion of a gentleman.” It may be left to the Scutch 
themselves^to determine how flvr this observation applies to 
their Kirk,' while it cannot be denied, if it is wanting in that 
oharaoteristio quality, the aspect of common life, so &r as 
oogmems its beauty, must suffer. Sincere Christian piety may 
be thought not to stand in need of refinement or studied 
onuunent; hut assuredly it is ever ready to adopt them. When 
they &11 within its notice, as means allow; and this observa* 
tion applies not only to manners, hut to everything a Christian 
(truly so in spirit) cultivates and gathers round him, however 
Aumhle his sodal condition.] 

Bat, yo laivtraveUed clouds, far-seeing hills— 

Amoug the hsppiest-looking homes of mm 

M 2 
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Scattered all Britain over, through^ deep glen, 

On airy upland, and by forest rills, 
ibid o*er wi& plains cheered by the lark that trills 
Bis sky-born warblmgB--does aught meet your ken 
Hore fit to animate the roet*s pen, 

Aught that more surely by its aspect fills 
Bure minds with sinless envy, than the Abode 
Of the good Priest: who, fai^liful through all hours 
To his high charge, and truly serving Ood, 

Has yet a heart and hand for trees and floyera, 
Edjoys the walks bis predecessors trod, 

Bor covets lineal rights in lands and towers. 


V. 


COUPOSED IN B08LXN CHAFLt., DUBINa A. STOBIL 

[Wa were drained by incessant rain and stom at tbe small inn 
near Boslin Chapel, and I passed a great part of tbe day 
paeing to and fro in this brautifol structure which, though 
not used for public service is not allowed to go to min. Here, 
this Sonnet was composed. If it has at all done justice to the 
feeling 'v^icli the pl^ and the storm raging without inspired, 
I was as a prisoner. A painter delineating the interior ^ the 
chapel and its minute features under such drcnmtfi^ees would 
bare, no doubt, found his time agreeably shoi;^ed. But the 
movements of the mind must be more free while dealing with 
words than with lines and colours; eneh at least was thra and 
has been on many other oecarions my belief and, an it is 
Allotted to few to follow both arte with snooeas, 1 am gmtefhl 
to my own calling for this and a thonsand other rscommen- 
dstions which are denied to that of the painter.] 

Tub wind is now thy organist *,—a dank 
{We know not whence) ministers for a bell 
To m^k some change cS service. As the swell 
Of music reached its height, and even when sank 



BOXNBTS. 


m 


The notes, in preluJe, Boblik 1 to a blank 
Ojf silence, how it thrilled thy sumptuouB^roof, 

Pillars, and arches,—not in vain time-proof, 

Though Christian rites be wtnting! Prom what bank 
Came those live herbs ? by what hand were they sown 
Where dew falls not, where raiu-drops seem unknown? 
Yet in the Temple they a friendly niche 
Shore with their sculptuiod fettows, that, green-grown, 
Copy their beauty more and more, and preach, 
Though mute, of all things blending into one. 


TI. 


THE TB08ACHS. 

[As rsooartled in my Bister's Jonraal, 1 had first seen the Trosacht 
in her and Coleridge's company. The sentiment that runs 
through this Sonnet was natural to the season in which I agaiu 
saw this beautiful spot; but this and some other sonnets that 
follow were coloured by the remembrance of my recent visit to 
Sir Walter Scott, and the melancholy errand on which he was 
going.} 

Thskb^b not a nook within this solemn Pass, 

But were an apt confessional for One 
Tau|bt by bis summer spent, his autumn gone, 

That Life is but a tale of morning grass 
Withered at eve. Prom scenes of art which chase 
That thought away, turn, and with watchful eyes 
Peed it *mid Nature's old felicities, 

Bocks, rivers, and smooth lakes more clear than glass 
Untouched, nnbreathed upon. Thrice happy quest, 

If &om a golden perch of aspen spray 
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(October’s workmanship to rival 'May) 
pensive ^warbler of the ruddy breast 
That moral sweeten by a heaven-taught lay, 
Lulling the year, with aUf its cares, to rest! 




VH. 

The pibroch’s note, discountenanced or mute; 

The iiomaa kilt, degraded to a toy 
Of quaint apparel for a half-spoilt boy; 

The target mouldering like ungathered fruit; 

The smoking steam-boat eagei* in pursuit, 

As eagerly pursued; the umbrella spread 
To weather-fend the Oeltic*herdsman*s head— 

All speak of manners withering to the root, 

And of old honours, too, and passions high: 

Then may Tpe ask, though pleased that thought should 
range * 

Among the conquests of civility, 

Survives imagination—to the change 
Superior f Help to virtue does she give ? 

Xf not, O Mortals, better cease to live I 


BONKiBTBt 


m 


rm. 

OOUPOBSD m TBE OLBH 07 LOOS B TI V E . 

(]**THjLV make the Patriot spirit.’* It was mortifying to luvro 
frequent occasions to oV^rre *!»« bitter hatred of the lower 
orders of the HighUnders to their superiors ; love of eountry 
seemed to have passed into its opposite, emigration vras tho 
only relief looked to with hope.] 

This Land of Bainbows spanning glens whose widls, 
!Bock-built, are hung with rainbow-coloured mists— 
Of fioHstretched Meres whose salt flood never rests— 
Of tuneful Caves and playful Waterfalls— 

Of Itountains varying momently their crests— 

Proud be this Land! whose poorest huts are halls 
Where Fancy entertains becoming guests; 

While native song the heroic Past recals.” 

Thus, in the net of her own wishes caught. 

The Muse exclaimed; but Story now must hide 
Her trophies, Fancy crouch; the course of pride 
Has been diverted, other lessons taught, 

That make the Patriot-spirit bow her head 
Where the all-conquering Eomon feared to tread. 



F0CV8 Of Taa IVaoutatiok, 


IQI 


saglks* 

OOHPOSBS AT BVKOUIB OASILS IK THE BAT OF OBAR. 

« 

* , « 

[**TnB iBBt I saw Braa on the wing/* off the promontory of Fair* 
head, county «f Antrim. F mention this because, though my 
tour in Ireland with Mr. Marshall and his son wa& made many 
years ago, this allusion to the eagle is the only image supplied 
. by it to the poetry I have since written. We traTelled throrigh 
i^t country in October, and to the shortness of the days and 
the speed with which we travelled (in a carriage and four) may 
be ascribed this wont of notices, in my verse, of a country so 
interesting. The deficiency I am somewhat ashamed of, and it 
is the mure remarkable as contrasted with my Scotch and 
Ooniinental tours, of which are to be found in these voluiiqeii 
so many memorials. J # 

DiSHOKouhED Bock and Buin! that, by law 
Tyranni*, keep the Bird of Jove embarred 
Like a lone criminal whoae life is spared. 

Vexed is he, and screams loud. The last I saw 
AV'^as on the^^’ing;; stooping, he struck with ewe 
Man, bird, and beast; then, with a consort paired, 
From a bold headland, their loved aery’s guard, 

Flew high above Atlantic waves, to draw 
Light from the fountain of the setting sun. 

Such was this Prisoner once; and, when his plumes 
The Bea*blast ruffles as the storm comes or, 

Then, for a moment, he, in spirit, resumes ^ 

His rank *mong freeborn creatures that live £ree» 

His power, his beauty, and his majesty. 
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IN TEB SOUND OF MULL. 


[TouBXNa late in the season ii; Scotland is an uncertain speculation. 
We were detained a week 'by raiii at Bunaw on Loch Btive in 
a vain hope that the weather would cleia^ rup and allow me to 
show my daughter the beauties of Glencoe. Iwo days we were 
at the isie of MulL on a visit to Major Campbell; but it rained 
incessantly, and we were obliged to give up our intention of^ 
going to Stafih. The rain pursued us to Tyndrum, where the* 
Eleventh Sonnet was composed in a storm.] 


TsADSlXOir, be thou mute ! Oblivion, throw 
Thy viHin mercy o*er the records, bung 
iftiWd strath and mountain, stamped by the ancient 
tongue 

Oa rock and ruin darkening as we go,— 

Spots where a word, ghost-like, survives to show 
What crimes* from hate, or desperate love, have sprung; 
Trom honour misconceived, or fancied wrong, 

What feuds, not quenched but fed by mut nil woe. 
Yet, thot^gh a wild vindictive Kace, untamed 
By civil arts* and labours of the pen, 

Could gentleness be scorned by those fierce Men, 
Who, to spread wide the reverence they claimed 
Bor patriarchal occupations, named 
i’oa tow'ering Peaks, ‘ Shepherds of Etive Glen* if * 


* Id Gaelic, BuaehaiU Bita, 
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¥• 

BTiaaSSTSD AT TTVDBUM TR A BTOKU. 

4 

X!iroi70H of garkn^Si of the Ai^adian crook, 

And all that Greece and Italy have sung 
Of Swains repdking myrtlS groves among! 

Ours couch on naked rocks,—will cross a bfook 
Swoln with chill rains, nor ever cast a look 
This way or that, or give it even a thought 
More than by smoothest pathway may be brought 
Into a vacant mind. Can written book 
Teach what they learn ? Up, hardy Mountaineer! 
And g^ide the Bard, ambitious to be One 
” Of Naturejp privy qouncil, as thou art. 

On doud'Sequestered heights, that see and hear 
To what dread Powers He delegates his pgrt 
On earth, who works in the heaven of heavens, alone. 


XII. 

tex BABL or BBSill)ALBAirE*B BUIinED UAKSIOXT, AJTD VAXCILT 
BTJatAL FLAOa, NEAR KILLOX, 

% 

"WviLX sang the Bard who called the grave, in strains 
Thoughtful and sad, the ‘ narrow house.’ No sfyle 
Of ftmd sepulchral flattery can beguile 

of her sting i nor cWt, where he detains 
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The sleeping dust^ stem Death. How reconoile 
With truth, or with each other, decked i;pmam8 
Of a once warm Abode, and that new File, 

For the departed, built witis curious pains 
And mauBolean pomp ? Yet liere they stand 
Together,—’mid trim walks and artful bowers, 
To be looked down upon by ancient hills, 

That, for the living and the dgad, demand 
And prompt a harmony of genuine pov^ers; 
Concord that elevates tiie mmd, and stills. 


XIII. 

* BUST AND BE TnANEFUL ! * 
o 

AT THE BEAD OF GLSNOBOS. 

Doubling- and doubling with laborious walk, 

Who, that Has gained at length the wdshed-for Height, 
This brief this simple way-side Gall can alight, 

And rests not thankful ? Whether chec’’3d by talk 
With some loved fiiend, or by the unseen hawk 
Whistling to clouds and slcy-bom streams that shine, 
At the sun’s outbreak, as with light divine, 

Ere they descend to nourish root and stalk 
Of valley flowers. Nor, while the limbs repose, 

Will we forget that, as the fowl can keep 
Ahsolnte^’Btillness, poised aloft in air, 

And fishes &ont, unmoved, the torrent’s sweep, 
i3o may the Soul, through powers that Faith bestows, 
Win rest, and ease, and peace, with bliss that Angels 
share. 
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yv. 

BIOnLANO HUT. 

See 'what gay vild flowers dcct- this earth-built Cot, 
'Whose smoke, forl!h'issijiiig whence and how it may, 
Shines in the g?*eeting of tlie sun’s first ray 
lake wreaths of vapour without stain or blot. 

The Hmpid mountain rill avoids it not; ^ 

And why shouldst thou ?—If rightly trained and bred, 

Humanity is humble, finds no spot 

Which her Heaven-guided feet refuse to tread. 

The walls are cracked, sunk is the flowery roof. 
Undressed the pathway leading to the door; 

But love, as Nature loves, the lonely Poor; 

Search, for their worth, some gentle heart wrong-proof, 
Meek, patient, kind, and, were its trials fewer, 

Belike less happy.—Stand no more aloof**! 


XV. 


THE HIGHLAND BROACH. 

[Ox Mcending a hill that leads from Loch Av^e towards Inverary, I fell 
into conversation with a woman of the humbler class who wore 
one of those Highland Broaches. 1 talked M'ith^r about it; 
and upon parting with her, when 1 said with a kindness I 
truly felt—** May that Broach continue in jour &mity through, 
many generations to come, os you have almdy possessed it'* 
—she thanked me most becomingly, and seemed not a little, 
ttored.} 

/. * Seo Note. 



TSB HIGHLAND BBOACE. 


Thi exact retemlilaiic^ which the old BrMdi (still ia use, though 
rarely met with, among the Highlanden) bears to the Boman 
Fibula must strike erery one, and concurs, w^ the plaid and 
kilt^ to recal to mind the communication which the ancient 
Romans had with this remote country. 

If to Tradition faith 6^ due, 

And echoes from old verse speak true^ 

Ere the meek Sunt, Columba, bore 
Glad tidings to Ibna*s«hore, 

Ko common light of^ature blesJScd 
The mountain region of the west, 

A land where gentle manners ruled 
O'er men in dauntless virtues schooled, 

That raised, for centuries, a bar 
Impervious to the tide of war: 

Tet peaceful Arts did entrance gain 
"Where haughty Force had striven in. vain; 
And, 'mid the works of skilful hands, 

By wanderers brought from foreign^ands 
And various climes, was not unknown 
The clasp that fixed the Eoman Gown; 

The Fibula, whose shape, I iveen, 

Still in the Highland Broach is see^, 

Hie silver Broach of massy frame, 

Worli at the breast of some grave Dame 
On road or path, or at the door 
Of fern-thatched hut on heathy moor; 

But delicate of yore its mould, 

-^n^he material finest gold; 

As might beseem the fairest Fair, 

Whether she graced a royal chair, 

Or shed, within a vaulted hall, 

Ko fancied lustre on the wall 



TOm OV TBH ZMAemmOK. 

Where shields of mighty hey^es hui^; 
Whil^Pingal heard what Ossian sung. 

The heroic Age expired—^it slept 
Beep in its tomb t-^the bramble crept 
O’er Fingal’s he*'«th; the grassj sod 
Grew on the floors his sons had trod: 
Malvina I where art thou P Their state 
The nobleslaborn mus^ abdicate; 

The fai^st, while ^^ith fire and sword 
Come Spoilers—^horde impelling hoij^e, 
Must walk the sorrowing mountains, drest 
By ruder hands in homelier vest. 

Yet still the female bosom lent. 

And loved to borrow, ornament; 

Still was its inner world a place 
Beached by the dews of heavenly grace; 
Still pity to this last rdtreat 
Clore fondly; to his favourite seat 
Love wound his way by soft approach. 
Beneath a massier Highland Bioaeh. 

When alternations came of rage 
Tet»fiercer, in a darker age; 

And feuds, where, dan encountering^dan. 
The weaker perished to a man $ 

For maid and mother, when despair 
Might else have triumphed, baffling prayer. 
One small possession lacked not power, 
Provided in a calmer hour, 

To meet such need as might befall 
Boof, raiment, bread, or burial: 

For woman, even of tears bereft, 

Tbe hidden silver Broach was left. 
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Ab geneyitions come and go 
Their arts, their customs, ebb and flow; 
Pate, fortune, sweep strong powers away, 
And feeble, of them^ves, decay; 

What poor abodes tofel^eir-loom hide, 

Tn which the castle once took pride! 
Tokens, once k^t as boasted wealth. 

If Bayed at all, saved by^>stealtb. 

Lo! ships, from sea^by nature barred, 
Mi^unt along ways by man prepared; 

And in far-stretching vales, whose streams 
Seek other seas, their canvass gleams, 
lio 1 busy towns spring up, on coasts 
Thronged yesterday by airy ghosts; 

Soon, like a lingering star forlorn 
Among the novelties of mom, 

While young ddights on old encroach, 

Win vanish the last Highland Broash. 

But when, from out their viewless bed; 
Lik»vapours, years have rolled and spread; 
And this poor verse, and worthier lays, 
Shall yield no light of love or praise; 

T&en, by the spade, or cleaving plough. 

Or tprrent from the mountain*B brow, 

Or whirlwind, reckless what his might 
Entombs, or forces into light; 

Blind Chance, a volunteer ally, 

That oft befriends Antiquity, 

Am^rtlears Oblivion from reproach, 

May render back the HighWd Broadi*. 


* How nmifli tho Brofteli i« |ometIines prized bjr penuns In buinbttt 
■UitiOBS ttny 1 m gathered firom an ooourrenoe mentioned to me liy a fameli 
IHOad. Blw had had an opportunity of beneSUag a poor old woman In her 
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THE BROWNIE. 

Upon a small island not far from th« hoad of Loch Lomond, ars 
some remains of an ancient bicilding, vhioh was for sereral 
years the abode of a Iblitary Individual, one of the last 
survivors of the elan of l^acfarlane, once powerful ia that 
neighbourhood. Passing along the shore opposits this idaBd 
in the year 1814, the Author learned these particulars, and 
that this person then living there had acquired the appellatioa 
of Brownie.’ See The Brownie’s Cell,” p. 44, VoLiiL: 
to which the following is a sequel. 

‘ How disappeared he ?* Ask the newt and toad; 

Ask of his fellow men, and they will tell 
How he was found, cold as an icicle, 

Under an arch of that forlorn abode; 

Where he, unpropped, and by the gathering flood 
Of years hemmed round, had dwelt, prepared to try 
Privatiou’s worst extremities, and die 
With no one near save the omnipresent Qod. 

Verily so tcTlive was an awful choice— 

A choice that wears the aspect of a doom; 

But in the mould of mercy all is cast 
Bor Souls familiar with the eternal Voice; 

And this forgotten Taper to the lost 
Prove &om itself, we trust, all frightful gloom. 


vwn who, wishing to mske s ratum, said to her daughter. In Erne. In 
»tone of pHatutlve eemostuess, ** 1 would give anythtug I have^ but 1 Aejw 
sbe does not wish for my Broach t'* and. uttering theee wor^, ehe put 
W hand upon the Broach which fastened her kendtiel^ and which, she 
iHMiattnieted the eye of her bnielhetreBa. 
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TO TBE PL/IKET TENUB, ^ STEKINQ BTAB. 

COMPOSED AT LOCH LOMOND. 

Though joy attend Tbro orient at tlio birth 

Of dawn, it cheers the lofVy spirit most 

To watch thy course when Day-light, fled from earth, 

In the grey sky hath left his lingering Ghost, 

Perplexed as if between a splendour lost 

And splendour slowly mustering. Since the Sun, 

The absolute, the world-absorbing One, 

Belinquished half his empire to the host 
iBmboldened by thy guidance, holy Star, 

Holy as princely—who that looks on thee, 

Touching, as now, in thy humility 
The mountain borders of this seat of care, 

Can question that thy countenance is bright. 

Celestial Power, as much with love as light Y 


XVIII. 

BOTBWELL CASTLE. 

(passed unseen, on account of stobmt wbatusb ) 

[In xoy Suaex’s Joumsl is an acconnt of Bothwell CasUe as it 
appeared to ns at that time.] 

Imuubisd in Bothwell's towers, at times the Brave 
(So beautiful is Clyde) forgot to mourn 

VOlu IV. 


s 
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Xlie liberty tbey lost at BaimockbT.nu 

Once on tbqse steeps I roamed at large, and bare 

In mind the landscape, as if still in sight; 

The riTer glides, the woods before me wave; 

Then why repine that ow in vain I crave 
JS’eedless renewal of an old delight ? 

Better to thank a dear and lopg-past day 
for joy its sunny liours we]\* free to give 
Than blame the present, ^that our wish hath crost. 

^ Memory, like sleep, hath powers which dreams obey, 
Dreams, viyid dreams, that are not fugitive; 

How little that she cherishes is lost 1 


XIX. ' 

« , 

rroruBS or danizl in the lions den, at hauxlton falaoh* 

iA3an a fertile region green with wood • 

And fresh with rivers, well did it become 
The ducal Owner, in his palace-home 
To naturalise this tawny Lion brood-, 

Children of Art, that claim strange brotherhood 
(Couched in their den) with those that roam at large 
Over the burning wilderness, and charge ^ 

The wind with terror while they roar for food, 
ttstdate are these; and stilled to eyo and^ear; 

TEenc^ while we gaze, a more enduring fe^r! 

Xet is the Brophet cahn, nor would the cave 
Daunt him—if his Companions, now be*drowaed 
Outatretched and listless, were by hunger roused? 
Mm ^aced him here, and Cod, he knowa, can aate. 
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Tnx ▲VON. 

A VKBDBi.. OB XHX ANNAN. 

£<*Tbt is it one that other rivulet<i jear.” Then is the Shakspeoro 
Avon, the Bristol Avon ; uho one that flows by Salisbury, and 
a sm^l nver in Wales, I believe, bear the name; Avon being 
in the ancient tongue the general name for river.] 

Atoit—- a precious, an immortal name! 

Yet is it one that otlier rivulets bear 

Like tjjpfis imbeard-of, and tbeir channels wear 

Like t^ contented, though unknown to Fame: 

For great and sacred is the modest claim 
0£ Streams to Nature’s love, where’er they flow; 

And ne’er did Genius slight them, as they go. 

Tree, flower, and green herb, feeding without blame. 
But Praise can waste her voice on work of tears, 
Anguish, and death: full oft where iunocciit blood 
Has mixed its current with the limpid flood. 

Her heaven-oflending trophies Gloiy rears: 

Never for like distinction may the good 

Shrink from iky name, pure Bill, with unpleased ears. 
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BUGOSSIBD BT ▲ TIBW JboH AV EMINENCE IN INOLSWOOB 

EOREBT. 

[The ezteiudTe forest tf Inglewood^ has been enclosed within my 
memory. I was well acquainted with it in its ancient state. 
The Hi^Vhern tree meutlOned in the next Sonnet was one of 
its remarkable objeota, as well as another tree that grew upon 
an eminence not far from Penrith: it was single and conspicuous; 
and being of a round shape, though it was universally known 
to be a Sycamore, it was always called the **Mound Thomf'* 
so difficult is it to chain fancy down to fact.] 

The forest huge of ancient Caledon 
Is but a name, no more is Inglewood, 

That swept from hill to hill, ffom flood to flood: 

On her last thorn the nightly moon has shone; 

Yet still, though unappropriate Wild be none, 

Fair parks spread wide where Adam BeU might deign 
With Clym o* the Clough, were they alive again, 

To kill for merry feast their venison. 

Nor wants*'the holy Abbot’s gliding Shade 
His church wiih monumental wreck bestro^; 

The feudal Warrior-chief, a Ghost unlaid, 

Hath still his castle, though a skeleton. 

That he may watch by night, and lessons con 
Of power tW perishes, and rights that Aide. 
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BART’B-HORN tree, KCaR PENRITH. 

Hebe stood an Oak, that long had home affixed 
To his huge trunk, or, with n»re subtle art, 

Among its withering topmott hrancheh mixed, 

The palm}^ antlers of a hunted Hart, 

Whom the Dog Hercules pursued—^his part 
Bach desperately sustaining, till at last 
Both sank and ffied, the life-veins of the chased 
And chaser bursting here with one dire smart. 
Mutual the victory, mutual the defeat! 

High was the trophy hung with pitiless pride; 

Say, rather, with that generous sympathy 
That wants not, even in rudest breasts, a seat; 

And, for this feeling's sake, let no one chide 
Verse that would guard thy memory, llxnT's-HOBli 
Tbee *! 


xxni. 

PANCT AND TRADmOH. 

The Lovers took within this ancient grove 
Their last embrace; beside those crystal springs 
The Hermit saw the Angel spread his wings 
Tor instant flight; the Sage in yon alcove 


* See Note. 
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Sftte musing; on that hill the Bar£ would roye, 
Kot mute, y^here now the linnet only sings: 
Thus .every where to truth Tradition clings, 

Or Fancy localises Poweps we love. 

Were only History lici^sed to take note 
Of things gone by, her meagre monuments 
Would ill suffice for persons and events: 

There is an ampldl^ page for\nan to quote, 

A readier book of manifold contents, 

Studied alike in palace and in cot. 


XXIV. 


countess’ riLtiAB. 

[SuoGJESTEU by the reeollc ction of Julian’s Bower and other traditions 
coBnecte|l with this ancient forest.] 

On the roadside between Penrith and Appleby, there stands a pillar 
with the following inscription — 

* This Pillar was erected, in the year 1 f»56, by Anne Countess 
Dowager of Pembroke, &c. fur a memurial of her last parting 
with her^ious mother, Margaict Counte&s Dowager of Cumber^ 
land, on*tbe 2rl of Apnl, 1616 ; in memory whereof she 
hath lefb an annuity of 4/. to be distributed to ib<r poor of the 
parish of Brougham, every 2d day of April for ever, upon the 
stone table placed hard by. Laus Deo I * 

_ 4 

While the Poor gather round, till the end of time 
3Cay this bright flower of Charity display 
Xts bloom, unfolding at the appointed day; 

Mower than tho loveliest of the vernal prime 
JiDvelier—transplanted from heaven’s purest clime! 

* Charity never faileth :* on that creed. 

More than on written testament or deed, 

The pious Lady built with hope sublime. 
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Aime on this ston^.to be dealt out,^r ever! 

* IiAiTB Pso.' Miuijr a Stranger pasaing bj 
with that Parting mixed a filial sight 
Pleat its humane Memoriara fond endeavour; 

And, fastening on those linefilr^n eye tear-glazed, 

Has ended, though no Clerk, with * God be praised I' 


XXY. 


SOMAN ANTIQUITIES. 

(tju>k the soman station at old PENBXTH.) 

How profitless the relics that we cull. 
Troubling the last holds of ambitious Borne, 
Unless they chasten fancies that presume 
Too high, or idle agitations lull! 

Of the world's flatteries if the brain be full, 

To have no seat for thought were better doom. 
Like this old helmet, or the eyeless skull 
Of him who gloried in its nodding plume. 
Heaven out of view, our wishes what ore they? 
Our fond regrets tenacious in their grasp ? 

The Sage's theory ? the Poet's lay ? 

Mere Pibul® without a robe to dasp; 

Obsolete lamps, whose light no time recals; ' 

Urns without ashes, tearless laciymals I 
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roA tus voaeooiw poems. 

• % 

more: thegeiid is sudden and abrupt, 
Abrupt-^as witl’out preconceived design 
Was the beginning; yet the several Lays 
Have moved in order, to each other bound 
By a continuous and acknowledged tie 
Though unapparent—like those Shapes diatinct 
That yet survive ensculptured on the walls 
Of palaces, or temples, *mid the wreck 
Of famed Persepolis; each following each, 

Aa might beseem a stately embassy. 

In set array; these bearing in their hands 
jBnsigo of civil power, w^eapon of war, 

Or gift to be presented at the throne 
Of the Gre&t King; and others, as they go 
In priestly vest, with holy offerings charged, 

Or leading victims drest for sacridee. 

Nor will the Power we serve, that sacred Power, 
The Spirit of humanity, disdain 
A miniatratioii humble but sincere. 

That from a threshold loved by every Muse 
Its impulse took—that sorrow-stricken door, 
Whence, as a current from its fountain-head. 

Our thoughts have issued, and our feelings flowed, 
Beceiving, willingly or not, fresh strength 
Ifrom kindred sources; while around us sighed 
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(Xiile’fl three first iseasons having passed away)^ 
Leaf*8cattermg Winds; and hoar-frost sprinklings fell 
(Foretaste of winter) on thi moorland heights; 

And every day brought wim it tidings nevr 
Of rash change, ominous tor v^e public weal. 

Hence, if dejection has oft encroached 
Upon that sweet and tgnJer melancholy 
'Which may itself be cherishe j andfcaressed 
More than enough; a fault so natural« 

(Even with the young, the hopeful, or the gay) 

For prompt forgiveness will not sue in vain. 
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EVENING^OLUNTAHIES. 


I. 

• 

Calk is the fragrant air, and loth to lose 
Daj*s grateful warmth, tho* moist with falfing dews. 
Look for the stars, jou'il say that there are none; 
Look up a second time, and, one by one, 

You mark them twinkling out with silrexy light, 
And wonder how they could elude the sight! 

The birds, of late so noisy in their bowers, 

Warbled a while with faint arfd fainter powers, 

But now {fire silent as the dim-seen flowers: 

Nor does the village Cliurch-elock’s iron tono 
The time’s and season’s influence disown*. 

Nine heats distinctly to each other bound 
In drowsy^equence—how unlike the sound 
That, in rough winter, oft inflicts a fear 
On fireside listeners, doubting what they hear! 

The shepherd, bent on rising with the sun, 

Had closed his door before tho day was done, 

And now with thankful heart to bed doth creep, 
And joins his little children in their sleep. 

bat, lured forth where trees the lane o’ershade, 
Blits and reflits along the dose arcade; 

The busy dor-hawk chases the white moth ’ 

With burring uote, which Industry and Sloth 
height both be/pleased with, for it suits them both. 
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A stream is beartf-*-! see it not, but know 
B7 its soft music wbenco tlm waters fioy: 

Wheels and the tread of h»fs ore beard no more; 
One boat there was, but iwill touch the shore 
With the next dipping of its slackened oar; 

Faint sound, that, for the gayest of the gay, 
Might giye to serious thought a moment*6 sway, 
As a last token of inan*8*toilaomc Say! 


1882. 


II, 

ON A HIGH PAET OF THE COAST OF CUMBBRLAN3X 
Easter Sunday, April 7. 

xna author's sixit-xhirp birth-pat, 

• 

£Tbb lines were composed on tlie road 1)etween Moresby and White- 
haven while 1 was on a visit to toy sou, then reetd^ of the former 
place. This succession of Voluntaries, with the exception of tiie 
8th and 9th, originated in the conduding lines of the last 
paragraph of this poem. With this coast 1 have been &miliar 
from my earliest childhood, and remember being struck fbr the 
first time by the town and i>ort of Whitehaven^d the white 
waves breaking agadnst its quays and piers, as tne whole came 
into vigw from tlie top of the high ground down which the road (it 
has since been altered) then descended abruptly. My meter, whm 
ehe first beard tho voice of the soa from this point, and bdield the 
scene spread before her, burst into tears. Our family then lived 
at Oockermouth, and this fact was often mentioned among us 
as indicating the sensibility for which she was so remarkable.] 

The Sun, that seemed so mildly to retire, 

Flung back from distant climes a streaming fire, 
Whose blaze is now subdued to tender gleams, 
P^ude of nigbt*B approach with soothing dreams. 
Look round;—of all the clouds not one is moving; 
*PiB the still hour of thinking, feeling, loving. 
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Silent, and atedfast as the vaulted aiy, 

The boundless plain of waters seems to lie:— 

Comes that low sound froni breezes rustling o*er 
The g^ass-c^c^vned headlaiul that conceals the shore? 
No; ’tis the earth-voice of the mighty sea, 
Whispering how meek and gentle he can be! 

Thou Power supreme! who, firming to rebuke 
Offenders, dost putfoff t^e grticious look. 

And clothe thygelf with tetrors like the flood 
Of ocean roused into his fiercest mood, 

WTiatever discipline thy Will ordain 

Por the brief course that must for me remain ; 

Teach me with quick-eared spirit to rejoice 
In admonitions of thy softest voice! 

Whatever the path these mortal feet may trace. 
Breathe through my soul the blessing of thy grace, 
Clad, through a perfect love, aTaith sincere 
Prawn front the wisdom that begins with fear, 

Glad to expand; and, for a season, free 
From finite cares, to rest absorbed in Thed! 

1833. 


in, 

(BY THE SEA-SIDE.) 

The sun is couched, the sea-fowl gone to rest, 
And l^e wild storm hath somewhere found a nest; 
!Air slumbers—wave with wave no longer strives. 
Only a heaving of the deep survives, 

A tell-tale motion! soon will it be laid, 

And by tbe tide alone the water swayed. 
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Stealthy withdra^nIngB, interminglingB mild 
Of light with shade in beaut# reconciled^ 

Such is the prospect far as Aht can range, 

The soothing recompence, ine welcome change. 
Where, now, the ships that drove before the blabt. 
Threatened by angry breakers as they passed; 

And by a train of flying clouds bernocked ; 

Or, in the hollow surge, iffc anehor rocked 
As on a bed of death ? SoiBe lodge in^eacc. 

Saved by I^s care who bade the tempest cease; 

And some, too heedless of past danger, court 
Fresh gales to waft them to the far-off port; 

But near, or hanging sea and sky between, 

Not one of all those winged powders is seen, 

Seen in her course, nor ’mid this quiet heard ; 

Tet oh! how gladly would the air be stirred 
By some acknowledgment of tbanks and praise, 

Soft in its temper as those vesper lays * 

Sung to the Virgin w'hile accordant oars 
Urge the slow bark along Calabrian shores; 

A sea-bom service through the mountains felt 
Till into one loved vision all things melt: * 

Or like those hymns that soothe with graver sound 
The gulfy coast of Norway iron-bound; 

And, from the wide and open Baltic, rise 
With punctual care, Lutherian harmonies. 

Hush, not a voice is here! but why repine. 

Now when the star of eve comes forth to shine 
On British waters with that look benign ? 

Ye mariners, that plough your onward way, 

Or in the haven rest, or sheltering bay, 

May silent thanks at least to God be given 

With afoU heart; * our thoughts are ^eard in heaven I’ 

1888. 
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£Thb lines following ** nor do words ” were written with Lord 
Byron’s charaoter, as a poet, l>rfore me, and that of others his 
oontemporanei^ who wrote nnderjike influences.] 

• ^ a 

^ lO'OT in the lucjd intervalseof life 
TThat come but os a curse to party-strife; 
iNot in some hour when Pleasure with a si^ 

Of languor puts his rosy garland by; 

Kot in the breathing-times of that poor slave 
Who daily piles up wealth in Mammon's caYe~ 

Zs Nature felt, or can be; nor do words, 

WTiich practised talent readily affords. 

Prove tbat her hand has touched responsive chords; 
Nor has het* gentle beauty potver to move 
With genuine rapture and with fervent love 
The soul of Oenius, if he dare to take 
Xdfe’s rule from passion craved for passion’s sake; 
Untaught that meekness is the clierished bent 
Of all the truly great and all the innocent. « 

But who is innocent ? By grace divine. 

Not otherwise, O Nature! we are thine, 

Through good and evil thine, in just degree 
Of rational and manly sympathy. 

To all that Earth from pensive hearts is stealing, 

And Heaven is now to gladdened eyes revealing, 

Add every charm the Universe con show 
Through every change its aspects undergo— 

Care may be respited, but not repealed; 
iNo perfect cure grows on that bounded field. 
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YaiB JB the pleasiffe, a false the peace, 

If He, through whom alone Mur conflict^ cease, 

Our 'virtuous hopes withoujmlapse advance, 

Ck>me not to speed the Souu deliverauce ; 

To the distempered Intellect refuse 
His gracious help, or give what we abuse. 

18S4. 


V. 

(BT THE SIDE OF RYDAL MERE.) 

The linnet’s warble, sinking towards a close, 
Hints to the thrush *tis time for their repose; 

The shrill'Voiced thrush is heedless, and again 
The monitor revives his own sweet strain ; 

But both will soon be mastered, and the co^se 
Be iefb as silent as the mountain^tops, 

Ere some commanding star dismiss to rest 
The throng of rooks, that now, from twig or nest, 
(After a steady flight on home-bound wing^, 

Amd a last game of mazy hoverings 
Around their ancient grove) with cawing noise 
Disturb the liquid music’s equipoise. 

O E*ightingale! Who ever heard thy song 
Might here be moved, till Fancy grows so strong 
That listening sense is pardonably cheated 
Where wood or stream by thee was never greeted. 
Suredy, from fairest spots of favoured lands, 

Wer6 not some gifts withheld by jealous hands, 
^is hour of deepening darkness here would be 
As a fresh morning for new harmony; 
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And lays as prompt woi^d hail the aawn of Nighf; 
A dmm she has both befiiitiful and bright, 

When the East kindles wh the full moon's light; 
Not like the rising sun's ifipatient glow 
Dazzling the mountains, but an overflow 
Of solemn splendour, in mutation slow. 

Wanderer by soring with gradual progress led, 
For sway profoundly feifc as widely spread; 

To king, to peSsant, to rohgh sailor, dear, 

And to the soldier’s trumpet-wearied ear ;# 

How welcome wouldst thou be to this green Yale 
Fairer than Tempo! Yet, sweet Nightingale I 
Prom the warm breeze that bears thee on, alight 
At will, and stay thy migratory flight; 

Build, at thy choice, or sing, by pool or fount. 

Who shall complain, or call thee to account ? 

The wises^ happiest, of our kind are they 
That ever walk content with Nature’s way, 

God's goodness—measuring bounty as it may; 

For whom the gravest thought of what they miss^ 
Ghasteniz^ the fulness of a present bliss, 

Is with tlmt wholesome office satisfied, 

While unrepining sadness is allied 
In thankful bosoms to a modest pride. 

188 A 


TI. 

Bovt as a doud is yon blue Bidge^—^the Here 
Seems firm as solid crystal, breathless, clear, 
And motionless; and, to the gazer's eye, 
Deeper than ocean, in the immensity 
Of its vague mountains and unreal sky I 
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Bii<^ ^10(1 the ^1^88 in that'|{ill retreat, 

Turn %0 minuter changes'a.t o£r feet; ^ 

Oboerre how dewj Twilight has withdrawn 
The crowd of daisies from, the shaven lag'll, 

And has restored to view it^\tend6r green, 

That, while the sun rode high, was lost beneath their 
. dazzling sheen. 

-r-An emblem this of what the^bbe^'Hour 
Can do for minds disposed t6 feel its p6«'er! 

Thus oft, w^en we in vain have wished away 
The petty pleasures of the garish day, 

Meek eve shuts up the whole usurping host 
.(TJnbashful dwarfs each glittering at his post) 

And leaver the disencumbered spirit free 
To reasBume a 'staid simplicity. 

’ *Tis well—but what are helps of time and place, 
When wisdom stands in heed of nature’s grace; 

Why db good thoughts, invoked or not, descend, 

Like Angels from their bowers, our virtues to befiiend j 
If yet To-morrow, unbelied, may say, 

“ I come to open out, for fresh display, 

The elastic vanities of yesterday ? ” 

o 1684. 
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TU. 

* 

[C0XPO8BD by the side of Grasinere lake. Tlie moimfuiis that 
cndose vale, especially towards Easdale, are most &vor- 
able to the reverberation of sc^tmd. There is a passage in the 
'^Excursion” tc^ard^ the cjose of the fonrth book, where tbe 
voice of the raven in flight is traced through the modifications 
it undergoes as 1 have oftjn heard it in that vale and others of 
this district. 

“ Often, at the hoii> 

When Issue forth the first palo stars, is heardj 
Within the circuit of this Ihbric huge, 

One voice—^tho solitary raven.”] 

IfHE leaves that rustled on this oak-crowned hill, 

And sky that danced among those leaves, are stiix; 
Hest smooths the way for sleep; in field and bower 
Soft shades and dews have shed their blended power 
On drooiTing eyelid and the closing fiower; 

Sound is there none at which the faintest heart 
Might leap, the weakest nerve of superstition start; 
Save when the Owlet’s unexpected scream 
Pierces tne ethereal vault; and (mid the gleam 
Of unsubstantial imageiy, the dream, 

Prom the hushed vale’s realities, transferred 
To the still lake) the imaginative Bird 
Seems, *mid inverted mountains, not unheard. 

Grave Creature!—^whether, while the moon shines 
bright 

On thy wings opened wide for smoothest flight, 

Thou art discovered in a roofless tower, 

Bising from what may once have been a lady^s bower; 
Or spied where thou sitt’st moping in thy mew 
At the dim centre of a churchyard yew; 
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Or, ft rjtfted crag or ivy 
Deep in a forest, thy secure abode, 

Thon giv’st, for pastime’s sake, by shriek or shout, 

A puzzling notice of thy whereabout— 

May the night never come, nor day be seen. 

When I shall scorn thy voice or mock thy mien! 

In classic ages men perceived a so^ 

Of sapience in thy aspect, head^ss 6wl! 

Thee Athens reverenced in the studious'grove; 

And, near the golden sceptre grasped by Jove, 

TTiiy Eagle’s favourite perch, while round him sate 
jShe Gods revolving the decrees of Tate, 

Thou, too, wert present at Minerva’s side;— 

Hark to that second larum!—far and wide 

The elements have heard, and rock and cave replied. 

1884 . 


VIII, 

[Espexhied at the request of my Sister, in whose presence the lines 

were tl^own off.] 

This Impromptu appeared, many years ago, among the Author's 
poems, from which, in subsequent editions, it was exdaded. 

The sun has long been set, 

The stars are out by twos and threes, 

The little birds are piping yet 
Among the bushes and trees; 

There’s a cuckoo, and one or two thrushes, 
And a far-off wind that rushes, 

And a sound of water that gushes, 

X 2 
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And the cuckoo^ sovereign'^cry 
the hollow of the sky. 

Who would * go parading’ 

In London, * and masquerading,* 

On such a night o^ June 

With that beautiful sofb half*inoon, 

And all these innocgiA blisses P 
On such a ni^t as this is! 

• 1804 . 


IX. 


COMPOSED UPON AN EVENING OF EXTRAORDINARY 
SPLENDOUR AND BJSAUTY. 

I 

[Fblt andean a great nieastire composed upon tlie little mount in 
front of our abode at Aydal. In concluding my notices of this 
class of poems it may be as well to observe that among the 
**Miscellaneous Sonnets” are a few alluding to morning im- 
presmons which might be read with mutual benefit in connection 
wPh^hese Evening Voluntaries.” Sec, for example;, that 
one omWestminster Bridge, that composed on a May morning, 
the one on the song of the Thrush, and that beginnings 
** While beams of orient light shoot wide and hi^h.”] 


Had this effulgence disappeared 
With flying haste, I might have sent, 
Among the speechless clouds, a look 
Of blank astonishment; 

But *tis endued with power to stay, 
And sanctify one closing day, 

That frail Mortality may see— 

What is ?—ah no, but what can bet 



188 


xV82VINO YOLt^TABIXS. 
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Time*wa8 wlien field and watery cove 
'With modulated echoes rang, 

While choirs of fervent Angels sang 
Their vespers in the grove; 

Or, crowning, star-like, each some sovereign height, 
Warbled, for heaven above and eartli below, 

Strains suitable to both.—;Such hol^ rite, 

Methinks, if audibly repeated^fow 
Prom hill or vallev, could not move 
Sublimer tnansport, purer love, 

Than doth this silent spectacle—the gleam— 

The shadow—^and the peace supreme! 


II. 

No sound is uttered,—but a deep 
And solemn harmony pervades 
The hollow vale from steep to steep, 

And penetrates the glades. 

Par-distant images draw nigh, 

Called forth by wondrous potency 
Of beamy radiance, that imbues, 

Whate’er it strikes, with gem-like hues 1 
In vision 3xqui8itely clear. 

Herds range along the mountain side; 

And glistening antlers are descried; 

And gilded fiocks appear. 

Thine is the tranquil hour, purpureal Eve! 
But long as god-like wish, or hope divine, 
Informs my spirit, ne’er can I believe 
That this magnificence is wholly thine 1 
—Prom worlds not quickened by the sun 
A portion of the gift is won; 
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An intenningling of Heaven's pomp is sprerA 
On grouaid which British shepherds tread! 


m. 

And, if there be whom broken ties 
Afflict, or injuries assail, 

Ton hazy ridges to the^r^yea 
Present a gloriou^cale, 

Climbing* suffused with sunny air, 

To stop—no record hath told where !^. 

And tempting Fancy to ascend, 

And with immortal Spirits blend! 

—^Wings at my shoulders seem to play; 

But, rooted here, I stand and gaze 
On those bright steps that heaven-ward raise 
Their practicable W'ay. 

Come forth, ye drooping old men, look abroad. 
And see to what fair countries ye are bound! 
And if some traveller, weary of his road, 

Hath slept since noon-tide on the grassy ground; 
* *5p«^nii! to his covert speed; 

And wake him with such gentle heed 
As may attune his soul to meet the dower 
Bestowed on this transcendent hour! 


IV. 

Such hues from their celestial Urn 
TTere wont to stream before mine eye. 
Where'er it wandered in the morn 
Of blissful infancy. 

$hi8 glimpse of glory,'why renewed ? 
JHay, rather speak .with gratitude; 
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^or, if a Testae of tbose gleams 
Survived, *twa3 only in my dreams. 

Bread Power! whom peace and calftiness servo 
JTo less than Nature’s threatening voice, 

If aught unworthy be ny choice, 

Prom Thetj if T would swerve; 

Oh, let thy grace rpmind me of the light 
Pull early lost, and fruitlrf.sly S^eplored; 

Which, at this niomentj oi^ my v aking sight 
Appears to shino, b}’’ miracle restored; 

My soul, though yet confined to earth, 

Eejoiccs in a second birth! 

—*Tis past, the visionary splendour fades; 

And night approaches with her shades. 

1818 . 


Sote -^ThQ xnultiplicatidn of mountain i described at the com* 
monoonfient of the third Stiinra^of this Ode, aa n hind oi Jacob's Ladder, 
leading to neaven, is produced either by eatery v ipours^^or sunny bane; 
•.-W the present instauco by tho latter cause Allusions to the Ode, 
entitled *Iutim itious of Immortality/ pervade tho last stanza of the fore« 
going Foem. 


X. 


COMTOSKD BY THE SEA-SHOEE. 

[Thi 8B lines were suggested duiing my rcMdence under my Son’s 
roof at Moresby, on the coast near Wlutehaven, at the tune 
when 1 was composing those verses among the *’£vming 
Yoluntories’* that have reference to the sea. It was in that 
neighbourhood 1 first became acquainted with the ooean and 
its appearances and movements My in&ncy and early child¬ 
hood were passed at Cockerinouth, about eight miles from the 
coast, and 1 well remember that mysterious awe with which I 
used to listen to anything said about storms and shipwreclui. 
Sea-shells of many descriptions weie common in the town; ami 
1 was not a littie surpnsed when I heard that Mr. Landor had 
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denonneed me aa a plagiarist from bimsilf for baring des^bed 
a boy applybg a sea-sbeU to bis ear and listening to it for 
intimations Qt what was going on in its natire element. This I 
had done myself scores of times, and it was a belief among ns 
that we could know from the sound rvhether the tide was 
ebbing <»: flowing.] 

tp 

What mischief cleaves to unsubdued regret, 

How fancy sickens by vague l^pes beset; 

How baffled projects oE^the Spirit prey, 

And fruitless tcishes eat the heart away, 

The Sailor knows; he best, who?e lot is cast 
On the relentless sea that holds him fast 
On chance dependent, and the fickle star 
Of power, through long and melancholy war. 

0 sad it is, in sight of foreign sliores, 

Haily to think on old familiar doors, 

Hes^hs loved in childhood, and ancestral floors; 

Or, tossed about along a wasid of foam, 

To ruminate on that delightful home 
Which with the dear Betrothed tuas to come; 

Or came and was and is, yet meets the e^e 
ypl ier hut in the rvorld of memory; 

Or mTWitom recalled, whoso smoothest range 
Is crossed by knowledge, or by dread, of change, 

And if not so, whose perfect joy makes sleep 
A thing too bright for breathing man to keep. 

Hail to the virtues which that perilous life 
Extracts from Naturc*s elemental strife; 

And w^elcome glory won in battles fought 
As bravely as the foe was keenly sought. 

But to each gallant Captain and his crew 
A less imperious sympathy is due, 

Such as my verse now yields, while moonbeams play 
On the mute sea^in this unruffled bay; 
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SuclvRS will promptly flow from every breast, 

Where good men, disappointed in the q^est 
Of wealth and power and honours, long for rest; 

Or, having known the splendours of success. 

Sigh for the obscurities of i appincss. 


-(—,- 

t 

XT. 

The Crescent-moon, the Ster of Love, 

Glories of evening, as ye there are seen 
"With but a span of sky between— 

Speak one of you, my doubts remove, 

Which is the attendant Page and which the Queen ? 


xn. 


TO THE MOON. 

(OOUPOSED B7 THE SEA-SIDE,—ON THE COAST OV CUMBEBLAND.) 

Wanderer ! that stoop’st so low, and com’st so near 
To human life's unsettled atmosphere; 

Who lov'st with Night and Silence to partake, 

So might it seem, the cares of them that wake; 

And, through the cottage-lattice softly peeping, 

Dost shield from harm the humblest of the sleeping; 
What pleasure once encompassed those sweet names 
Which yet in thy behalf the Poet claims, 

An idolizing dreamer as of yore!— 

1 slight them all; and, on this sea-beat shore 
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Sole-sitting, only can to thoughts at^nd 
That hid me l^ail thee as the Satloh's I’btehb ; 

So call thee for heaven’s grace through thoe made known 
By confidence supplied and mercy shown, 
li/^en not a twinkling stal or beacon’s light 
Abates the perils of a stoFtiy night; 

And for less obvious bem^fits, that find 

Their way, with tlJy ptlte help, to heart and mind; 

Both for the adventurer starting in life’s prime; 

And veteran ranging round from dime to ^hme, 
Long-bafSed hope’s slow fever in his veins. 

And wounds and weakness oft his labour’s sole remains. 

The aspiring Mountains and the \\indiug Streams, 
Empress of Night! are gladdened by thy beams; 

A look of thine the Tiilderness pervades, 

And penetrates the forest’s inmost sliadcs ; 

Thou, chequering peaceably tfle minster’s gloom, 
Guid’st thfl pale Mourner to the lost one’s tomb; 
Ganst reach the Prisoner—to his grated coll 
Welcome, though silent and intangible I — 
.fiAWjjgg^here one, of all that come and go 
On the great waters toiling to and fro. 

One, who has watched thee at some quiet hour 
Enthroned aloft in undisputed power, 

Or crossed by vapoury streaks and clouds that movo 
Catching the lustre they in part reprove— 

Nor sometimes felt a fitness in thy sway 
To call up thoughts that shun the glare of day. 

And make the serious happier than the gay ? 

Yes, lovely Moon! if thou so mildly bright 
Dost rouse, yet surely in thy own despite, 

To fiercer mood the phrcnzy-stricken brain, 
me a compensating faith maintain; 
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That; there^s a sensitive, a tender, part 
Wbich thou canst touck in every human hcazt, 

For healing and composure.—But, as least 
And mightiest billows ever have confessed - 
Thy domination; as the wl^lc vast Sea 
Feels through her lowcbw 4^)pths thy sovereignty; 

So shines that countenanj^ with especial grace 
On them who urge the keel htr plains to trace 
Furro\sdng its Avay right ontrard. Tii» most rftde. 
Cut off from homo and country, may have stood— 
Even till long gazing hath bedimmed his eye, 

Or the mute rapture ended in a sigh— 

Touched by accordance of thy placid cheer, 

With some internal lights to memory dear, 

Or fancies stealing forth to soothe the breast 
Tired with its daily share of earth’s unrest,— 

Gentle awakenings, visitations meek; 

A l^dly influence whereof few will speal?^ 

Though it can wet with tears the hardiest cheek. 

, And when thy beauty in the shadowy cave 
Is hidden, buried in its monthly grave ; 

Then, while the Sailor, mid an open sea 
Swept a favouring wind that leaves thought free. 
Faces the deck—^no star perhaps in sight, 

And nothing save the moving ship’s own light 
To cheer the long dark hours of vacant night— 

Oflb with his musings does thy imago blend, 

In his mmd’s eye thy crescent horns ascend. 

And thou art still, O Moon, that Saxloii’s FsiEim! 

1835 . 
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xin. 

TO TH# MOON. 

(RTf^L.)^ 

Qiteen of the stars 1 —so gentle, so benign, 

!rhat ancient Pbble did to'ihee assign, 

When darkness creeping o’er thy silver brpw 
Warned thee these upper regions to forego, 

Alternate empire in the shades below— 

A Bard, who, lately near tlie wide-spread sea 
Traversed by gleaming ships, looked up to thee 
With grateful thoughts, doth now thy rising hail 
From the close confines of a shadowy vale. 

Gloiy of night, conspicuous yet serene, 

Nor less aftractive when by-glimpses seen 
Through cloudy umbrage, well might that fair face, 
^d all those attributes of modest grace, 

Fancy wrought unchecked by fear, 
Do'aTi to the green earth fetch thee from thy sphere, 
To sit in leafy woods by fountains clear! • 

O still beloved (for thine, meek Power, are charms 
That fascinate the very Babe in arms. 

While he, uplifted towards thee, laughs outright, 
Spreading his little palms in his glad Mother’s sight) 
O still beloved, once worshipped! Time, that frowns 
In his destructive flight on earthly crowns. 

Spares thy mild splendour; stiU those far-shot beams 
I^emble on dancing waves and rippling streams 
With Btain]^s touch, as chaste as when thy praise 
Was sung % Virgin-choirs in festal lays; 
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Aiid4^ougli dark trials still dost thou explore 
Thy way for increase punctual as of yoi^p, 

When teeming Matrons—yielding to rude faith 
In mysteries of birth and life and death 
And painful straggle and ieliverance—prayed 
Of thee to visit them witMenient aid. 

What though the rite#h|fBwept away, the fanes 
Extinct that echoed to the vtftive strains; 

Yet thy mild aspect does n^ot, cannot, ^ease 
Love to promote and purity and peace ; 

And Eaiicy, unreproved, even yet may trace 
Eaint types of suffering in thy beamless face. 

Then, silent Monitress ! let us—not blind 
To worlds unthought of till the searching mind 
Of Science laid them open to mankind— 

Told, also, how the voiceless heavens declare 
Q-od’s glory ; and acknowledging thy share 
In that blest charge ; let us—without offence 
To aught of highest, holiest, influence— 

Receive whatever good *tis given thee to dispense. 
May sage and simple, catching with one 
The moral intimations of the sky, 

Learn fram thy course, where’er their own be taken, 
‘ To look on tempests, and be never shaken: * 

To keep with faithful step the appointed way 
Eclipsing or eclipsed, by night or day, 

And from example of thy monthly range 
Gently to brook decline and fatal change; 

Meek, patient, stedfast, and with loftier scope, 

Than thy revival yields, for gladsome hope! 


18S5. 
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XtT. 


TO luccaIgiobdako. 


lIgio 

1 


Giobdafo, verily fhj P^nciTa skill 

Hath here portfayed withmNature’s happiest grace 

^The fair Endymion couched on Latmos-hill; 

And Dian gazing on the Shepherd’s face ® 

In rapture,—^yet suspending her embrace, 

As not unconscious with what power the thrill 
Of her most timid touch his sleep would chase. 
And, with his sleep, that beauty calm and still. 

O may this work have found its last retreat 
Here in a Mojontain^bard’s seCui'e abode, 

One to wh<2cQ, 3’^et a School-boy, Cynthia showed 
A face of love which he in love would greet. 

Elided, by her smile, upon some rocky seat; 
^^i4l|{g^^ong where green-wood paths he trod. 

Rtdaii Mount, 1846 . 


XV. 

Who but is pleased to watch the moon on high 
StaveOing where she from time to time enshrouds 
Her head, and nothing loth her Majesty 
Benounoes, till among the scattered clouds 
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One ^th its kindling edge declares tkat soon 
Will reappear before the uplifted eye 
A Form as bright, as beautiful a moon, 

To glide in open prospect through clear sky. 

Pity that such a promise e’»r should prove 
False in the issue, that you seeming space 
Of sky should be in tnftl^he stedfast face 
Of a cloud flat and dense, threugh which must move 
(By transit not unlike man^ frequent doom) 

The Wanderer lost in more determined gloom. 

1840 . 


XVI. 

Whebe lies the truth ? has Mon, in wildqm*6 creed, 
A pitiable doom; for respite brief 
A care more anxious, or a heavier grief? 

Is he ungrateful, and doth little heed 
God’s bounty, soon forgotten; or indeed, * 

Must Man, with labour born, awake to sorrow 
When Flowers rejoice and Larks with rival speed 
Spring from their nests to bid the Sun good morrow ? 
They mount for rapture as their songs proclaim 
Warbled in hearing both of earth and sky ; 

But o’er the contrast wherefore heave a sigh ? 

Like those aspirants let us soar—our aim. 

Through life’s worst trials, whether shocks or Bnares, 
A happier, brighter, purer Heaven than theirs. 

1846 . 
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COMPOSED OB BUOOESTEk DURING A TOUR. IN THE 

SUMMEk 1833. 

• — 

« 

[Mr compai^ons were H. €. Hoblnson and my oon John.] 

Having been prevented by the lateness of the season, in 1831, from 
visiting Staffa and Iona, the author made these the i&lncipal objects 
of a short tour in the summer of 1833, of which the following series 
of poems is a Memorial. The course pursued was down the Cum¬ 
berland river Derwent, and to Whitehaven ; thence the Isle of 
Man, where a few days were passed) up the Frith of Clyde to 
(ireenock, then to Oban, Staffa, Iona ; and back towards England, 
by Loch Awe, Inverary, Loch Guil-head, Greenock, and through 
parts of llenfrewshire, Ayrshire, and Dumfries-shlre to Carlisle^ 
and thence up the river Eden, and hpmewards by tJllswater. 


I. 

Adisi^, Bydalian Laurels! that have grown 
^(^^^read as if ye knew that days might come 
WhS^fe would shelter in a happy home, 

On this fiiir Mount, a Poet of your own, 

One who ne’er ventured for a Delphic crown 
To sue the God; but, haunting your green shade 
All seasons through, is humbly pleased to braid 
Ground-flowers, beneath your guardianship, self sown. 
Farewell! no Minstrels now with harp new-strung 
For summer wandering quit their household bowers; 
Yet not for this wants Poesy a tongue 
To cheer the Itinerant on whom she pours 
11 ^ spirit, while he crosses lonely moors, 

Or musing sits forsaken halls among. 
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zz. 

Wht should the Enthu-ia t, journeying through this 
Isle ;; 

Ecpine as if his hour were come too late ? 

Kot unprotected in her mouldering state, 

Antiquity salutes him with a smile, 

Mid fruitfdl fields that ring with jocund toil, 

And pleasure-grounds where Taste, refined Co-mate 
Of Truth and Beauty, strives to imitate, 

Far as she may, primeval Nature's style. 

Fair Land! by Time’s parental love made free, 

Bv Social Order’s watchful arms embraced: 

With unexampled union meet in thee, 

For eye and mind,- the present and the patft; 

With golden prospect for futurity. 

If that be reverenced which ought to last. 


TIT. 

* 

They called Thee Mebet Enoland, in old time; 
A happy people won for thee that name 
With envy heard in many a distant clime; 

And, spite of change, for me thou keep’st the same 
Endearing title, a responsive chime 
To the heart’s fond belief; though some there are 
Whose sterner judgments deem that word a snare 
For inattentive Fancy, like the lime 

VOl. XV. 


1 
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WhiclL foolish birds are caught with. Can, I aak^ 
This face of rural beauty bo a mask 
For discontent, and poverty, and crime; 

These spreading towns a cloak for lawless will ? 
Forbid it, Heaven!—andiMEBUY Enolaitd still 
Shall be thy rightful name, in prose aud rhyme! 

r 

( 


IV. 


TO THE BlVia GBETA, NEAR KESWICK. 

Gbeta, what fearful listening! when huge stones 
Fumble along thy bed, block after block: 

Or, whirling with reiterated shock, 

Combat, while darkness aggravates tho groans: 

But if thou (like Cocytus from tho moans 
^eard on his rueful margin) thence wert named 
Thd*Moumer, thy true nature was defamed, 

And the habitual murmur that atones 
For thy w’orst rage, forgotten. Oft as Spring 
Decks, on thy sinuous banks, her thousand throncsi 
Seats of glad instinct and love's carolling, 

The concert, for the happy, then may vie 
With liveliest peals of birth-day harmony • 

To a grieved heart, the notes arc benisona. 
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T, 


TO THE mVER DERWBNT. 

AKONa the mountains were wo nursed, loved Stream! 
Thou near the eagle’s nest—^within hi’*ef sail, 

T, of his bold wing floating on the gale, 

"WTiere thy deep \oice could lull me! Faint the beam 
Of human life when first allowed to gleam 
On mortal notice.—Olory of the vale, 

Such thy meek outset, with a crown, though frail, 
Kept in perpetual verdure by the steam 
Of thy soft breath!—Less vivid wreath entwined 
Nemsean’s victor’s brow, less bright was worn, 

Meed of some Boman chief—in triumph bo^ne 
With Captives chained; and shedding from his cas 
The sunset splendours of a finished war 
Upon the proud enslavers of mankind! 


VXb 


nr sxGHr or the town of cooeebmouth. 

(When the Author was bom, and his Father's remalnB are laid.) 

A JPOTITT of life between my Parent’s dust, 

And yours, my buried Idttle-ones! am 1 ; 

And to those graves looking habitually 
In kindred ^uiet 1 repose my trust, 

l2 
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Death to the innocent is more than just, 

And, to the sinner, mercifully bent; 

So may 1 hope, if truly I repent 
And meekly bear the ills which bear I must: 
And Tou, my Offspring! that do still remain, 
Yet may outstrip me in the ^pointed race, 

If e’er, through ^ult of nmie, in mutual pain 
We breathed together*fqr a moment’s space, 
The wrong, by love provoked, let love arraign, 
And only love keep in your hearts a placo. 


VII. 

ADDB|SB FROM THE SPIRIT OF OOCKEBUOUTH CASTLB* 

“ Thou look’st upon me, and dost fondly think, 

^Poet 1 that, stricken as both are by years, 

We, differing once so much, are now Compeers, 
Prepared, when each has stood his time, to sink 
Into the dust. Erewhile a sterner link 
United us; when thou, in boyish play, 

Entering my dungeon, didst become a prey 
To soul-appalling darkness. Not a blink 
Of light was there;—and thus did I, thy Tutor, 

Make thy young thoughts acquainted with the grave; 
While thou wert chasing the winged butterfly 
Through my green courts; or climbing, a bold suitor, 
Dp to the flowers whose golden progeny 
Still round my shattered brow in beauty wave.’* 
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VIII. 


nun's well, BHIQHABf. 

[So named from the religious House which dose I 7 . 1 hare 
rather an odd anecdote to relate t>f tbe Nun's Well. One day 
the landlady of a public-housb, a field's lecHh from the well| 
on the road side, said to me—You have been to see the Nun’s 
Well, Sir’’* “ The Nun’s Well! what is tliat ?” said the Postman, 
who in his royal livery stopt his maihear at the door. The 
landlady and 1 explained to him what the name meant, and 
what sort of people the nuns were. A countryman who was 
standing by, rather tipsy, stammered out—Aye, those nuns 
were good people ; they are gone ; but we shall soon have them 
back again.” The Keform mania was just then at its height.] 

The cattle crowding round this beverage clear 
To slake their thirst, with reckless hoofs have trod 
The 'encircling turf into a barren clod; 

Tlirougb which the waters creep, then disappear, 

Bom to be lost in Derwent flowing near; 

Yet, o’er the brink, and round the lime-stone cell 
Of the pure spring (they call it the “ Nun’s Well,** 
Name that first struck by chance my startled car) 

A tender Spirit broods—the pensive Shade 
Of ritual honours to this Pountain paid 
By hooded Votaresses with saintly cheer; 

Albeit oft the Virgin-mother mild 
Looked down with pity upon eyes beguiled 
Into the shedding of Hoo soft a tear.* 
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IS, 

TO A FmrND. 

, V • 

(osr TL£ BANKS OK TBS BLnWBNT.) 

•t 

f • 

pAt Boa John, vbo uvas tbon baiMinj; a parsonage on bis small Having 

at Brigham.] 

Pastob and Patriot!—at whose bidding rise 
These modest walls, amid a flock that need, 

For one who comes to watch them and to feed, 

A fixed Abode—keep down preaageful sighs. 

Threats, which the unthinking only can dospise, 
Pei^ilex the Church; but be fhou firm,—be true 
To thy first hope, and this good wnrk pursue, 

Poor as thou art. A welcome sacrifice 
Dost Thou prepare, whose sign will he the smoke 
**l)f thy new hearth; and sooner shall its wreaths. 
Mounting while earth her morning incense breathes, 
Prom wandering fiends of air receive a yoke, 

And straightway cease to aspire, tliau God disdiiin 
This humble tribute as ill-timed or vain. 
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X. 


UABY QUEBN OF SCOIS. 

(lAKDXKG at TUE UOnTU OF THE DEnWJ>«n% 'U’OBErNGTOar.) 

[I WILL mention for tlie sake of tlio friend who is x«'riting down th6M 
notes, that it was among the fine Scotch firs near Amfaleside, 
and particularly those near G-reen Bank, that I hare orer and 
over again paused at the sight of this image. Long may tliey 
stand to afford a like gratification to others !—This wish is not 
uncalled for, several of their brethren having already dis¬ 
appeared,] 

Peab to the Loves, and to the Graces vowed, 

5 !Iie Queen drew back the wimple that she wore; 

' And to the throng, that on the Cumbrian shore 
Her landing bailed, bow toucbinglj she bowed! 

And like a Star (that, from a heavy cloud 
Of pine-tree foliage poised in air, forth darts, , 

When a soft summer gale at evening ports 
The gloom that did its loveliness enshroud) 

She smiled; but Time, the old Saturnian seer, 

Sighed on the wing as her foot pressed the strand, 
With step prelusive to a long array 
Of woes and degradations hand in hand— 

Weeping captivity, and shuddering fear 
Stilled by the ensanguined block of T'otheringaj! 
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XI. 

STANZAS SUGGESTED IN A STEAM-BOAT OFF SAINT 
BEES’ HEAD^ ON THE COAST OF CUMBERLAND. 

Ir Life were slumber on a bed of down, 

Toil unimposed, vicissitude unknown, 

Sad were our lot: no hunter of the bare ' 

Exults like him whose javelin from the lair 
Has roused the lion; no one plucks the rose, 
Whose proffered beauty in safe shelter blows ' 

’Mid a trim garden’s summer luxuries. 

With joy like his who climbs, on hands aud' Knees, 
Eor some rare plant, yon Headland of St. Bees. 

This independence upon oar and sail, 

This new indifference to breeze or gale, 

4 ?his straight-lined progress, furrowing a fiat lea, 
And regular as if locked in certainty— 

Hepress the hours. Up, Spirit of the storm! 

That Courage may find something to perform ; 

That Fortitude, whose blood disdains to freeze 
At Danger's bidding, may confront the seas, 

Finn as the towering Headlands , of St. Bees. 

Dread cliff of Baruth I that wild wish may sleep, 
Bold as if men and croatures of the Deep 
' Breathed the same element; too many wrecks 
Have struck thy sides, too many ghastly decks 
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Hast thou looked down upon, tjbat such a thought 
Shoul(Lhere be welcome, and in verse enwreught T'' 
With tny stern aspect better far agrees 
Utterance of thanks that we have past with e^e. 

As millions thus shall do, the Headlands of St. Bees. 

Tet, while each useful Art augments her store, 

What boots the gain if Nature should lose more ? 

And Wisdom, as she holds u Christian place 
In man’s intelligence sublimed by grace ? 

When Begif sought of yore the Cumbrian coast, 
Tempestuous winds her holy errand crossed: 

She knelt in prayer—the waves their wrath appease; 
And, from her vow well weighed in Heaven’s decrees, 
Bose, w'here she touched the strand, the Chantry of ^St. 
Btbes>. 

* Cruel of heart were they, bloody of hand,’ 

Whd in these Wilds then struggled for command; 
The strong were merciless, without hoj)o the w'eak ; . 
Till this bright Stranger came, fair as day-brealc, 

And as a cresset true that darts its Icngtli 
Of beamy lustre from a tower of strengtli; 

Guiding tfie mariner through troubled seas, 

And cheering oft his peaceful reveries, 

Like the fixed Light that crowns yon Headland of St. 
Bees. 

To aid the Votaress, miracles believed 
Wrought in men’s minds, like miracles achieved; 

So piety took root; and Song might tell 
What humanizing virtues near her cell 
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Sprang np, and spread their firagrance wide around; 
How savage bosoms melted at the sound 
Of gospel-truth enchained in harmonies 
Wafted o*er waves, or creeping through close trees, 
IVom her religious Mansion of St. Bees. < 

When her sweet Voice, that instrument of love, 

Was glorified, andP tookjts place, above 
The silent stai3, among the angelic q\iiro, 

Her chantry blazed with sacrilegious fire, 

And perished utterly; hut her good dccd^i" 

Had sown tlic spot, tliat witnessed them, with seeds 
Which lay in earth expectant, till a breeze 
With quickeuijig impulse answ(»rcd their mute pleas. 
And lo! a statelier pile, the Abbey of St. Bees. 

There are the naked clothed, the hungry fed; 

And Charity extendeth to the dead 
Her intercessions made for the soul’s rest 
Of tardy penitents; or for tho best 
^mong the good (when love might else have slept, 
Sickened, or died) in pious memory kept. 

Thanks to the austere and simple Bevotees, 

Who, to that service bound by venial fees, 

Keep watch before the altars of St. Bees. 

Are not, in sooth, their Bequiems sacred tics 
Woven out of passion’s sharpest agonies, 

Subdued, composed, and formalized by art, 

To dx a wiser sorrow in the heart ? 

The prayer for them whose hour is past away 
Says to the Living, profit while ye may! 

A little part, and that the worst, be sees 
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Who thinks that priestly cuiming holds the keys 
That unlock the secrets of St. Bees. 

Conscience, the timid being’s inmost light, 

Hope of the da'sn and solace of the night, 

Cheers those Bccluscs with a steady ray 
In many an hour when^udgmeut g^es astray. 

Ah! scorn not hastily their r»ile who try 
Earth to despise, and flesh to mortify ;• 

Consume with zeal, in winged ecstasies 
Of prayer and praise forget their rosaries, 

Kor hear the loudest surges of St. Bees. 

Yet none so prompt to succour and protect 
The traveller, or sailor wrecked 

On the hare coast; nor do they grudge the boon 
Which stafl* and cockle hat and sandal shoon 
Claifn for the pilgrim: and, though chidiiihs sharp 
May sometimes greet the strolling minstrel’s harp. 
It is not then ^^hen, SA^ept with sportive ease, 

It charms a feast-day throng of all degrees, 

Brightening the archway of revered St. Bees. 

« 

How did the cliffs and echoing hills rejoice 
What time the Benedictine Brethren’s voice. 
Imploring, or commanding with meet pride, 
Summoned the Chiefs to lay their feuds aside, 

And imder one blest ensign serve the Lord 
In Balestino. Advance, indignant Sword! 
Elaming till thou from Panym hands release 
That Tomb, dread centre of all sanctities 
Huised in the quiet Abbey of St. Bees. 
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But look wo now to tbem whose minds from far 
[Follow the fortunes which they may not sharoy^ 
While in Judea Fancy loves to roam, 

She helps to make a Holy-land at home: 

The Stiff of Bethlehem from its sphere invites 
To sound the crystal depth of maiden rights; 

And wedded Life, through Bcri{)tural mysteries, 
Heavenward ascends with all her charities, 

Taught by the hooded Gelilbates of St. Bees. 

Nor he it e*er forgotten how, by skill 
Of cloistered Architects, free their souls to fill 
With love of God, throughout the Land were raised 
Churches, on whose symbolic beauty gazed 
Peasant and maU-clad Chief with pious awe^y. 

As at this day men seeing what they saw^ 

Or the bare wreck of faith’s solemnities. 

Aspire to mbre than earthly destinies; 

Witness yon Pile that greets us from St. Bees. 

^Tet more; around those Churches, gathered Towns 
Safe from the feudal Castle’s haughty frowns; 
Peaceful abodes, where Justice might uphold 
Her scales with even hand, and culture mould 
The heart to pity, train the mind in care 
For rules of life, sound as the Time could bear. 

Nor dost thou fail, thro’ abject love of ease, 

Or hindrance raised by sordid purposes, 

'To bear thy part in this good work, St. Bees. 

Who with the ploughshare clove the barren moors, 
'And to green meadows changed the swampy shores P 
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Thinned the rank woods; and for the cheerful grange 
Made where wolf and boar were used to range ? 
Who taught, and showed by deeds, that gentler chaina 
Should bind the vassal to his lord’s domains ?—> 

The thoughtful Monks, intent their God to please, 
For Christ’s dear sake, by human sympathies 
Poured from the bosonf of thy Chiyrch, St. Bees I ’ 

But all availed not; by a mandate givAi 
Through lawless will the Brotherhood w^as driven 
Forth from their cells; their ancient House laid low 
In Beformation’s sweeping overthrow. 

But now once more the local Heart revives, 

The inextinguishable Spirit strives. 

'^dlMUdj^hat Power who hushed the stormy seas, 

And cleared way for the first Votaries, 

Prosper the new-bom College of St. Bees! 

hr 

Alas! the Genius of our age, from Schools 
Less humble, draws her lessons, aims, and rules. 

To Prowess guided by her insight keen 
Matter and Spirit are as one Machine; 

Boastful Idolatress of formal skill 

She in her own would merge the eternal will: 

Better, if Beason’s triumphs match with these, 

Her flight before the bold credulities 
That furthered the first teaching of St. Bees.* 

1833. 

* Bee Ezoursion, soTentli part; and EccleslMtical Bketcboa, aeeoai. 
pert, near the beginning. 
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XTT 

n TBE OBANNBL, BETWEEN THE COAST OF CX7MBEELAND ANX 

THE ISLE OF^UAN. 

% 

BAKGnro the heights of^^awfcll or Black-comb, 

I& his lone coiirae the Shepherd oft will pause. 

And strive to fathom the mysterious laws ^ 

By which tho clouds, arrayed in light or gloom, 

On Mona settle, and the shapes assume 
Of all her peaks and ridges. Wliat he draws 
Brom sense, faith, reason, fancy, of the cause, 

. He will take with him to the silent tomb., 

Or, by bis fire, a child upon his knee, 

Haply the untaught Philosopher may speak 
Of the strange sight, nor hide his thcoiy 
That satisfies the simple and the meek, 

JBIest in their pious ignorance, though weak 
To cope with Sages undevoufiy free. 


XIII 

AT SEA OFF THE ISLE OF VAN. 

Bonn words affirmed, in days when ffiith was strong 
And doubts and scruples seldom teazed the brain. 
That no adventurer’s bark had power to gain 
These shores if he approached them bent on Wrong; 
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For, suddenly up-conjured from tlie Main, 

Mists i^se to hide the Land—^that search, though lonj^ 
And eager, might be still pursued in vain. 

0,Fancy, what an age was that for song! 

That age, when not by laws inanimate, 

As men believed, the waters were impelled, 

3nbe air controlled, the^tars their qpurscs held; 

But element and orb on acts did 
Of Powers endued with visiT )]0 form, iififinct 
With win, and to their work by passion linked. 


XIV. 

DsstiiE we past illusions to recal ? 

To rdjnstate wild Fancy, would Ave hide 
Truths whose thick veil Science has draw n aside ? 
No,—^let this Age, high as she may, instal 
In her esteem the thirst that wrought man's fall, 
The universe is infinitely wide; 

And conquering Beason, if self-glorified, 

Can nowhere move uncrossed by some now wall 
Or gulf of mystery, which thou alone, 

Imaginative Faith! canst overleap, 

In progress toward the fount of Love,—the throne 
Of Power whose ministers the records keep 
Of jieriodB fixed, and laws established, less 
Flesh to exalt than prove its nothingness. 



1«0 


POBMB OF THS miCHKATIOir. 


17. 


ON ENTBBING DOUGLAS BAT, ISLE OV XIAN. 
*Dlgnum laudo virum £usa vetat mori' 

The feudal E^eep, the battions of Cohorn, 

Even when they rose to check or to repel 
Tides of aggressive war, oft served as weH 
Ghreedy ambition, armed to treat with scorn 
Just limits; but yon Tower, whose smiles adorn 
This perilous bay, stands clear of all offence; 

Blest work it is of love and innocence, 

A Tower of refuge built for the else fosl'‘»i5'. 

Spore it, ye waves, and lift the mariner, 

Struggling^ for life, into its saving arms! 

Spare, too, the human helpers! Do they stir 
’Hid your fierce shock like men afraid to die F 
• No; their dread service nerves the heart it warms 
And they are led by noble IIillaby*. 


XVI. 

BT THE 6EA SDOBE, ISLE OF MAN. 

Why stand we gazing on the sparkling Brine, 
With wonder emit by its transparency, 

And all-enraptured with its purity ?— 

Because the unstained, the clear, the crystalline^ 


* See Note. 
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Have ever i 4 them iTomething of bemgn; 
Whether m gem, in water, or in sky, 

A fsleepizl^infant*B brow, or wailful eye 
Ilf a young maiden, only not divine. 

Scarcely the hand forbears to dip its palm 
I'or beverage drawn as from a mountam-well; 
Temptation centres in the liquid Crlm; 

Our daily rmment seems no obstacle 
To instantaneous plunging in*deep Sea! 

A.nd reveling in long embrace with thee*. 


XVII* 

IBIB or VXV, 

[Mr Bon William is here tlie person alluded to as saring the life of the 
youtli, and the circumstances were as muitioned m the Sonnet j 


A TOU^H too OeHain of his power to wade 
On the smooth bottom of this clear bright sea, 

To 6ight so shallow, vi itli a bather’s glee 
Leapt from thisfrock, and but for timely aid 
He, by the allynng element betrayed, 

HM perished. {Then might Sca-nymphs (and with sighs 
Of self-reproach) ha\ e chanted elegies 
Bewailing hiy^ad fate, when he was laid 

^ * Tha as^ wat^ ob the coast of the Isle of Man la slnguLuly paxc sad 
beattOftiL / 
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In peaceful earth: for, doubtless, he was frank, 
Utterly in himself devoid of guile; ; 

Knew not the douSle-dealing of a smile; ^ 

Kor aught that makes men’s promises a blank, 

Or deadly snare: and He survives to bless 
The Power that saved him in his strange distress. 




SVIII, 

ISLE or UAE. 

Did pangs of grief for lenient time tookee»' 

Grief that devouring waves^had caus^ guilt 
"Which they had witnessed—sway the^j^gj^ built 
This Hdinestead, placed where nothir^ could be seen, 
Kought heard, of ocean troubled or s p 
A tired Ship-soldier on paternal land 
That o*er the channel holds august 
The dwelling raised,—a veteran Mari^g^ 

He, in disgust, turned from the sea 

To shun the memory of a listless life^ 

That hung between two callings, strife 

Mote hurtful here beset him, doomed though free, 
Self-doomed, to worse inaction, till hik 
Shrink fom the doily sight of earth ^ \ 
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ZIX. 

BT A RETIBSD VARINBB. H. B. 

[Mrs. Wordsworth’s Broths, Heoxy.] 

'4 

Pbom early youth I ploughed the resiless Main, 

My mind as restless and as apt to change^; 

Through every clime and ocean did 1 range. 

In hope at leiugth a competence to gain; 

For poor to Sea I went, and poor I still remain. 
Tear after year I strove, but strove in vain, 

And hardships manifold did I endure, 

JEflj^F^une on me never deigned to smile; 

Yet laE'^si; acesting-place have found, 

With just en<^gh life’s eomforts to procure. 

In a snug Cove on this our favoured Isle, ^ 

A peaceful spot where Nature’s gifts abound; 

Then sure 1 have no reason to complain. 

Though poor to Sea I went, and poor I still remain. 


XX. 

AT BALA-SALA, ISLB OP HAN.' 

0 

Supposed to be written by a friend (Mr. Oookson) who died there a 

> few years after.] 

Bbosxk in fortune, but in mind entire 
And sound in principle, I seek repose 
Where anewnt trees this convent-pile enclose*, 

In ruin beautiful. When vain desire 


H 2 


* Itushen Abbey. 



lii P0KM3 OV THIS IHAOI37ATIOK. 

Intrudes on peace, 1 ptaj the eternal Sire 
To cast a Boul*Buhdumg shade on me, 

A grey-haired, pensive, thankful Refugee; 

A shade—but with some sparks of heavenly fire 

Once to these cells vouchsafed. And when I note 

The old Tower’s brow yellowed as with the beams 

Of sunset ever there, ^beit v5treams 

Of Stormy weather-stains that semblance wrought, 

I thank the ulent Monitor, and sny 

“ Shine so, my aged brow, at all hours of the day! ” 


zxi. 

<• 

ttnwald hill. 

{Ml. Bobxksok and I walked the greater part cf the way from 
Gastlo-town to Piel, Mid stopp^ some time at Tynwald IlUl. 
One of my companions was an elderly man who, in a muddy way 
(for ho was tipay,) explained and answered, as far as he cool^ 
my enquiries about this place and the ceremonies held here. I 
found more agreeable company in some little children; m» of 
whom, upon my request, recit^ the Lord’s Prayer to m^ and 
X help^ her to a clmrer understanding of it as w^ as I could ; 
but I was not at all satisfied with my own part; hers was 
much better done, and 1 am persuaded that, like other duldrep, 
she knew more about it than she was able to express, CMqpei^lly 
to a stranger. J 
0 

Okob on the top of Tynwald’s formal mound 
marked with green turf circles narrowing 
IBtage above stage) would sit this Island’s Xing, 

The laws to promulgate, enrobed and crowned ; 
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Wliile, compassing the little mount around, 
Degrees Orders stood, each under each: 

Now, like to things within fate's easiest reach 
The power is merged, the pomp a grave has foand. 
Of^with yon cloud, old Snafell! that thizi') eye 
Over three liealms may take its widest rarige; 
And let, for them, thy fountains ui(/ 0 ^ strange 
Voices, thy winds break forth ifl prophec}-, ’ 

If the whole State must sutfer mortal chdhge. 

Like Mona's jiiiniature of sovereignty. 


zxii. 

Debfos^d i^ho will—J heard a voice exclaim^ 

“ Though fierce the assault, and shatter'd the defence, 
It cannot be that Britain's social frame. 

The glorious work of time and providence, 

Before a flying season's rash pretence, 

Should fall; that She, whose virtue put to shame, 
When Europe prostrate lay, the Conqueror's aim, 
Should perish, self-subverted. Black and dense 
The doud is; but brings that a day of doom 
To Liberty P Her sun is up the while, 

That orb whose beams round Saxon Alfred shone; 
Then laugh, ye innocent Vales! yc Streams, sweep on 
Nor let one billow of our heaven-blest Isle 
Toss in the fanning wind a humbler plume.” 
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xxni. 

Iir TBE FRITH OF OLTDB, AILSA CBAO. 

DUBIHO ^AK ECLTP8B OF^VlllG SCTN, JULT 17. 

* 

[Tnx morning the eclipse'-was exquisitely heautifnl while we 
passed the Crag as described in the Sonnet. On the deck of 
the steam-boat were several persons of the poor and labouring 
class, and I could not but be struck by their cheerful talk with 
each other, while not one of them seemed to notice the magnificent 
objects with which we were surrounded ; and even the pheno¬ 
menon of the eclipse attracted but little of their attention. Was 
it right not to regret this ? They appeared to me, howeva, 
BO much ftlive in their own minds to their own concerns that I 
could not look upon it as a misfortune that theyhadjj^e 
perception for such pleasures as cannot* be cultifS^owi^- 
out ease and leisure. Yet,, if one surveys life in all its 
duties and relations, such ease and leisure vf.il not be found bo 
enviabh a privilege as it may at first appear. Natural Fhilo- 
Bopby, Fainting, and Poetry, and refined taste, are no doubt 
great acquisitions to society; but, among those who dedicate 
themselves to such pursuits, it is to be feared that few are as 
happy, and as consistent in the management of their lives, as 
the clasB of perwns who at that time led me into this course of 
reflection. I do not mean by this to be understood to derogate 
from intelloctual pursuits, for that would be monstrous ; I say 
it in deep gratitude for this compensation to those whose cares are 
limited to the necessities of daily life. Among them, solf-tor** 
mentors, so numerous in the higher classes of sociely, are ras^B.^ 

Since risen ocean, ocean to defy. 

Appeared the crag of Ailsa, ne’er did mom 
With gleaming lights more gracefully adorn 
His sides, or wreathe with mist his forehead hi^h: 
New, faintly darkening with the sun’s eclipse, 

Still is he seen, in lone sublimity, 

Towering abore the sea and little ships; 

!Fof dwfu^ tlto tallest seem while sailing by, 
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Each for her haven; with her freight of Care, 
Pleasure, or Grief, and Toil that seldom looks 
Into the secret of to-morrow’s fare; 

Though poor, yet rich, without the wealth of hooks, 

Or aught that watchful Love to Nature owes 

For her mute Powers, fixed Forms, or transient Shows. 


xxrv. 


ON THE FEirn or oltde. 

(in a 8TSA1C-BOAT.) 

[Tbb mountain outlie on the north of this island, as seen from the 
Frith of Clyde, is much the finest I hare ever noticed in Scot¬ 
land or elsetfjcre.] 

Aubak I a single-crested Teneriffe, 

A St. Helena next—^in shape and hue, 

Yarying her crowded peaks and ridges blue; 

Who but must covet a cloud-seat, or ski AT 
Built for the air, or winghd Hippogriff ? 

That he might fly, where no one could pursue 
From this dull Monster and her sooty crew; 

And, as a Ged, light on thy topmost cliff. 

Impotent wish! which reason would despise 
If the mind knew no union of extremes, 

No natural bond betw^een the boldest schemes 
Ambition frames, and heart-humilities. 

Beneath stem mountains many a soft vale lies. 

And lofty springs give birth to lowly streams. 
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XXT. 


ON XLBVTSITINO DXTNOLLT CASTLE. 

[See fbrmer eeriee^ ** Tarxow BoTiaitod/' Ac , p. 104.] 

• 4 

The captive Bird ws;s gone;—^to cliff op moor 
l?ercha]ice Md ffo^n, delivered* by the storm; - 
Or he had pined, and sunk to feed the worm r 
Him found we not: but, climbing a tali tower, 
There saw, impaved with rude fidelity 
Of art mosaic, in a roofless floor. 

An Bagle with stretched wings, but beamless eye^ 
An Eagle that could neither wail nor soar. 

Effigy of the Vanished—(shall I dard' 

To c^ thee so ?) or symbof of fierce deeds 
And of tke towering courage which past times 
B^oiced in—^take, whatever thou be, a share, 

Hot undeserved, of the memorial rhymes 
That animate my way where'er it leads! 


XXVI, 

TBS DUKOLLT BAOLS. 

Kot to the clouds, not to the cliff, he flew; 
But when a storm, on sea or mountain bred. 
Came and delivered him, alone he sped 
Into the castle-duBgeon's darkest mew. 
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Now, noar bis master^s bouse in open Tibw 
He dwells, and hears indignant tempests howl, 
Kennelled^and chained. Ye tame domestic fov^l, 
Beware of him! Thou, saucy cockatoo. 

Look to thy plumage and t% life!—The roe, 

Pleet as the west wiild, is for him no quarry , 

Balanced in ether he will never tarry, 

Byeihg the sea's blue depths. Boor Jbird! even so 
Doth man of brother man a creature make 
That clings to slavery for its own sad sake. 


xxTH. 

WfilTTEN m A BLANK LEAF OP MAGPHBBSON*S 

OSfilAN. 

{THavenw— 

or Btmyed 

From hope and promise, self betrayed 

were, I am sorry to say, saggeETted from appreheiuiana of the 
fhte of my friend, H G , the subject of the verseB aodresend to 
M Ct when, six years old. The piece to ** Memory " arose out 
of aumlar feelings ] 

Oft have I caught, upon a fitful breeze, 
fragments of far-off melodies, 

With ear not eoietmg the whole, 

A part so charmed the pensive soul * 

While a dark storm before my sight 
Was yielding, on a mountain height 
Loose vapours have I watched, t^t won 
Brismatic colours from the sun; 

Nor felt a wish that heaven would show 
The image of its perfect bow. 
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What need, then, of these finished Strains f 
Away with counterfeit Bemains' 

An abbey in its lone recess, 

A temple of the wilderness, 

Wrecks though they be, announce with feeling 
The majesty of honest dealing. 

Spirit of Ossian! if impound 
In language thoia.may’Bt yet be found, 

If aughrtr (intrusted to the pen 
Or floating on the tongues of men, 

Albeit shattered and impaired) 

Subsist thy dignity to guard, 

In concert with memorial claim 
Of old grey stone, and high-born name 
That cleaves to rock or pillared cave 
Where moans the blast, or beatsHhe wa^e, 
liet Truth, stem arbitrSss of all, ^ 

Interpret that Original, 

And for presumptuous wrongs atone ;— 
Authentic words be given, or none! 
l^me is not blind;—^yet He, who spares 
Pyramid pointing to the stars. 

Hath preyed with ruthless appetite 
On all that marked the primal flight 
Of the poetic ecstasy 
Into the land of mystery. 

Ko tongue is able to rehearse 
One measure, Orpheus! of thy verse; 
Mubsbub, stationed with his lyre 
Supreme among the Elysian quire. 

Is, for the dwellers upon earth, 

Mute as a Jark hre morning’s birth« 
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Wliy grieve for these, though ^wist AWaj 
The music, and extinct the lay f 
When thousands, by severer doom, 

Full early to the silent tomb 

Have sunk, at I^ature*s call; or strayed 

From hope and promise, self-betrayed; 

The garland witheri^ on their brows ; 

Stung with remorse for bndccn vows; 

Frantic—else how might they rejoicff P 
And friendless, by their own sad choice! 

Hail, Bards of mightier grasp! on you 
1 chiefly call, the chosen Few, 

Who cast not off the acknowledged guide. 

Who faltered not, nor turned aside; 

Whose lofty genius could sundve 
Privation, under sorrow thrive; 

In whoD^Pthe fiery jiuse revered 
The symbol of a snow-white beard. 

Bedewed with meditative tears- 
Propped from the lenient cloud of years. 

Brothers in soul! though distant times 
Produced you nursed in various climes, 

Te, when the orb of life had waned, 

A plenitude of love retained: 

Hence, while in you each sad regret 
By corresponding hope was met, 

Te lingered among human kind, 

Sweet voices for the passing wind; 

Departing sunbeams, loth to stop, 

Though smiling on the last hill top! 

Such to the tender-hearted maid 
Even ere her joys begin to fade; 
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SucK Imply, to the rugged chief 
By fortune crushed, or tamed by grief •, 
Appears, on Morven's lonely shore, 
Pim*g1eaming through imperfect loro, 

The Son of Fingal; such was bliud 
Hmonides of ampler mind; 

Such Milton, to the fountain head 
Of glory by UraiJia led! 

« im. 


JOTUI. 

Oats of staffa. 

We saw, but surely, in th^ motley crowd, 

Kot One of us has felt the far-famed sight; 
How cod/d we feel it P each the other's blight, 
Hurried and hurrying, volatile and loud. 

O for those motions only that invite 
The Ohost of Fingal to his tuneful Cave 
By the breeze entered, and wave after wave 
S^ly embosoming the tinqfd light! 

And by one Votary who at will might stand 
Casing and take into his mind and heart, 

With undistracted reverence, the effect 
Of those proportions where the almighty hand 
Th^t made the worlds, the sovereign Architect, 
jSas deigned to work as if with human Art! 
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XXIX. 


CATX OF SIAFFA. 

AFTE& TnX ORurb JJAI> DXrARTED. 

Thaites for the lessons of this STpot—fit school 
Por the presumptuous thoughts that woifld assign 
Mechanic law^ to agency divine; 

Andf measuring heaven by eartli, would overrule 
Infinite Power. The pillared vestibule, 
Expanding yet precise, the roof embowed. 

Might seem designed to humble man, when proud 
Of his best workmanship by plan and tool. 
Down-bearing with his v^hole Atlantic weight 
Of tide and tdinpest on the Structure's base, 

And Hashing to that Structure's topmost h^ght. 
Ocean has proved its strength, and of its graco 
In cairns is conscious, finding for his freight 
Of softest music some responsive place. 


XXX. 

CAVE OF STAFFA. 

Yx shadowy Beings, that have rights and claims 
In every cell of Pmgal's mystic Grot, 

Where are ye P Driven or venturing to the epot> 
Onr fathers glimpses caught of your thin Prames^ 
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Andy by your mien and bearing, knew your names; 

And tbey could bear hia ghostly song who trod 
fiarth, till the flesh lay on him like a load, 

While he struck his desolate harp without hopes or aims 
Tanished ye are, but subject to recal; 

Why keep we else the instincts whose dread law 
Buled here oi‘ ^^ore, till wha*t men felt they saw, 

Not by black arts but magic natural I 
If eyes be dlill sworn vassals of belief. 

Ton light shapes forth a Bard, that shade a Chief. 


XXXI. 


FLOWEBS OH THE TOP OF THE 11LL4IIS AT THE SHTBAHOE OP 

THE CAVE. 

Hope smiled wheu your nativity was cast, 

Children of Summer! Te fresh riowers that brave 
What Summer here escapes not, tho fierce wave, 

And whole artillery of the western blast. 

Battering the Temple’s front, its long-drawn nave 
Smiting, as if each moment were their last. 

But ye, bright Tlowers, on frieze and architrave 
Survive, and once again tho Pile stands fast: 

Calm as the Universe, from specular towers 
Of heaven contemplated by Spirits pure 
With mute astonishment, it stands sustained 
Through every part in symmetry, to endure, 

Unhurt, the assault of Time with all his hours, 

At the supreme Artificer ordained. 
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zxzn. 


ZOMA. 

Oir to Iona!—^What can she afford ^ 

To us save matter for a thoughtful sigh, 

Heaved over ruin with stabiUtjr ^ 

In urgent contrast P To diffuse the Wood 
(T hy Paramount, mighty J^aturc! and Time’s Lord) 
Her Temples rose, ’mid pagan gloom; but why. 
Even for a moment, has our verse deplored 
Their wrongs, since they fulfilled their destiny ? 

And when, subjected to a common doom 
Of mutability, those far-famed Piles 
Shall disappear &om both the sister Isles, 

Iona’s Saints, forgetting not past days, ' 

Garlands shall wear of amaranthine bloom, 

While heaven’s vast sea of voices chants their praise. 


zzzm. 


IONA. 

(upon lAKUXSO.) 

How sad a welcome! To each voyager 
Some raggM child holds up for sale a store 
Of wave-worn pebbles, pleading on the shore 
Where once came monk and nun with gentle stir, 
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Blessittgv to gire, news a«k, or suit prefer. 

X’6t IB yon neat trim churcli a grateful epeck 
Of novelty amid the sacred wreck 
Strewn far and wide. Think, proud Philosopher! 
Pallen though she be, this Glory of the w est. 

Still on her sons, the beams of mercy shine; 

And * hopes, perhaps more Heavenly bright than thine. 
A grace by thee unsought and unpossest, 

A faith mofe fixed, a rapture more divine, 

Shall gQd their passage to etenial rest.* 


xxxrv. 

THE BLikCK STOEES Or IOEa. 

[See Uartm'a Voyage waoug the Westefa Xsloa 3 

c 

Hebe on their knees men swore: the stones were black, 
Black in the people's minds and words, yet they 
Were at that time, as now, in colour grey. 

But what is colour, if upon the rack 
Of conscience souls are placed by deeds that lack 
Concord with oaths ? What differ night and day 
T^en, when before tlie Perjured on bis way 
Hell opens, and the heavens in vengeance crack 
Above his head uplifted in vain prayer 
To Saint, or Piend, or to the Godhead whom 
He had insulted—Peasant, King, or Thane ? 

Fly where the culprit may, guilt meets a doom; 

And, from invisible worlds at need laid bare, 

CoEoe llttV* for social order's awful ebain. 






wl 

) 


XXJtT. 

HoKBUf ABD we turn. Isle of Columba’s Cell, 
'Wlidte Cbiistian piety’s soul-cheering spark 
^(iKHln^ed from Heaten between^the bght and dark 
Of time) shone like the morrung-star, farewell!-^ 
And fsxe thee well, to Fancy visible, 

Bemote St. Bilda, lone and loved sea-mark 
For many a voyage made in her svtifb bark, 

When with more hues than in the rainbow dwell 
7hoa a mysterious intercourse dost hold, 

Extracting from dear skies and air serene, 

And out of sun-oright waves, a lucid veil. 

That thickens, spreads, and, mingling fold with fold,, 
Hakes known, wrhen thou no longer canst bo seen, 
Thy whereabout, to warn the approaching sail. 


XXXVI. 


QBEBXOOS. 

Per zne (u vft ndila Gitta doleat«i 

Wk have not passed into a doleful City, 

We who were led to-day down a grim dell, 

By some too boldly named * the Jaws of Hell: ’ 
’yhiere be the wretched ones, the sights for pity P 
tthese erowded streets resound no plaintive ditty 
Aa fa}m the hive where bees in summer dwell, 
SOOTWseemii here exduded; and that knell, 

M the gay, nor checks the wiHy« 



or tm mAjmtATtos* 

AJasI too bafl^ Bi^al of old lyre, 

WboAe metobaotB PHnoes were, whose decks were 
thrones; 

Soon may the punctual sea in vam respire 
To serve thy need, in union with that Clyde 
'Whose nursling current brawls o*er mossy stones, 
The poor, the Ipnely, herdsman’s joy and pride. 


xxxvii* 

[Mosoibl was thus pointed out to me by a ynnns man on the top of 
the coach on my way from Glasgow to Kilmarnock. It is 
remarkable that, though Bums lived some time here^ ami 
dating much the most productive period of his poetical life, he 
nowhere adverts to the splendid prospects stretching towards 
the sea and bonnded by the peaks of Arran on one part, which 
in eleas weather he must have had daily before his eyes. In 
one of his poetical effusions he speaks of describing **fair 
Natunfs face*’ as a privilege (m uhich he sets a hign value; 
neverthblcsii, natural appearancra rarely take a lead in hia 
poetry. It is as a human being, eminently sensitive and 
intelligent, and nut as a poet, dad in his priestly robes and 
carrying the euBigns of sacerdotal office, that he interests Snd 
affects us. Whe^er he speaks of rivers, hills and woo^ it 
is not so much on account of the properties v>ith which they 
are abwlutely endowed, as relatively to local patriotic remem¬ 
brances and associations, or as they ministered to personal 
feelings, especially those of love, whether happy or otherwise; 
—yet it is not always so. Soon after we had passed li^jagiel 
Farm we Jhased the Ayr, murmuring and winding through 
a narrow i^dy hollow. His line—** Auid hermit Ayt strajv 
through his Woods**—^cstoe at once to my mind with Irwin, 
littgar, Ayr, and l>oon,^Ayr8hire streams over which Im 
toshes a sigh as being unnamed in song; and surely his 
own attempts to make them known wcie as sueoessfiti ss hia 
hsafi could desire.] 

* TitBAiB ? said a Strij^uag, pointing with meet paade 
IBosnu^s a 3ow ro<^/iffith green trees haU cKnxeesled^ 
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in 


** Is Mosgiel Farm; and tliat*s the very field 
Where Bums ploughed up the Daisy.** Far and wide 
A plain below stretched seaward, while, descried 
Above sea-donds, the Peaks of Arran rose; 

*And, by that simple notice, the repose 
Of earth, sky, sea, and air, '\\as vivified. 

Beneath * the random held of clod or stone * 

Myriads of daisies have shone ferth in fiower 
Kear the lark's nest, and in their naturol^our 
Have passed away; less happy than the One 
That, by the unwillmg ploughsliare, died to prove 
The tender charm of poetry and love. 


xawiii. 

THE BIVEB EDEK, CUUSaitLAED. 

P^lfATOES gives tliee flowers That have no rivals among British 
bowers.” This can scarcely be true to the letter; but, withnvi 
stretching the point at all^ 1 can say that the sod and air 
ajiqpear more oongen’al with many upon the banks of this river 
thw 1 have obseived lu any other parts of Chreat Bntain.] 

Edsb ! till now thy beauty had I viewed 
By glimpses only, and confess with shame 
That verse of mme, whate’er its varying mood, 
Bepeats but once the sound oi thy sweet name: 

Yet fetched from Paradise that honour came, 
Rightfully borne; for Nature gives thee flowM 
That have no rivals among British bowers; 

Ahd thy bold rocks are worthy of their fame. 
Jdeailttring thy course, fair Stream! at length 2 pi^ 
To lilb's neighbour dues of neighbourhood; 




He* jpoiM ^ * 

iBnt 1 hm traeed ii^e^ cm lliy idbot^ng w&y 
Wiiii pleasure sometimes by this thought lestminad*^ 
th^gs £ir off tre toil» while many » go^ 

Kot soti^t, because too near, is never gained. 


MOVUIUSKT OF MBS. HOWABD, 

(\xy Nollekens.) 

nt WBXBXBAL OaUBOH, BEAR OOBBT, OR THE BAES8 OF T|» 

EBEE. 

^BsmBi ibis moDTunent was put up in the Church at Wetheval, X 
saw it in the sculptor’s studio. Nollekens, who by tiie bye ww 
a strange and grotesque figure that interfeied ma<di with cos’s 
admitaUoii of his works* showed me at the same time the tsrioes 
models m day which he had nsade^ one after another^ of the 
htotharisdherlnlhnt * theimproTementon eddi wsesui|Hidag; 
sod hocTSO much graoo, beauty* aud tenderness bad come oat tk 
sa<di a head 1 was sadly jraezled te conceive. Upon a whidhw- 
seat in his parlour lay two casts of faces, one of the Pudbim of 
UsToashire, so noted in her day; and the other of ICr. PhUh 
taken after his death, a ghastly resemblance, as tiiese things 
always are, even when taken from the living subject, and more 
ghastly in this instance from the peculiarity of die feabdrsa 
The heedless and apparently neglectful maiiner in sdtidi the 
&eeB of these two persona were left~the one so distjagahhud 
an Ikmdon society, and the other upon whose oounsds and ipaibhe 
^^ittmidnct, during a most momentous period, depended die thte 
; m this great ^pire and perhaps of all Euro pe afl i tttd ed n 
lesson to whidi the dullest dT cwial visitors oomd scaroid^ be 
jasensihle. It touched me the more because 1 had so ogen assn 
Hei Pitt upon his own ground at Cambridge and upon dbe duet 
eX the Aouse of Commons.] 
i 

||M|Mil!kK^^ ou the dying Kotber’e lap, lies dcitd 
Spir JOdf’-born Babe $ dire ending of bright hope f 
l^iSkiulp^ hiBTpi with the divinest scope ‘ 

Wveuward « 
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^ patient!/; atid thTougb one liand lime apvead 
A totteh ao tender for the inaenBate Child-^ 

(Barth's lingering love to parting reconoiled, 

Brief parting, for the spirit is all but fled)-^ 

That we, who contemplate the turns of life 
Through this still medium, are consoled and cheerodj 
ITeel with the Mother, think the severed Wife 
Is less to be lamented than revered; 

And own that Art, triumphant over strifw 
And pain, hath powers to Btemit/ endeared. 


XL. 

0 

dUOOFSTEO BT TUB FOBEOOXHO. 

Ttt4KQTO.LiTY ! the sovereign aim wort thou 
In liOathen schools of philosophic lore; 
Heart-stncken by stem destiny of yore 
The Tragic Muse thee served with thoughtful vow j 
And what of hope Elysium could allow 
Wes fondly seized by Sculpture, to restore 
Peace to the Mourner. But when He who wore* 
The crown of thorns around his bleeding brow 
Warmed mir sad being with celestial light. 

Arts which still had drawn a softening grace 
3?rom shadowy fountains of the Infinite, 

Gommtmed with that Idea face to face: 

And move asound it now as planets run, 
in its orbit round the central Sun. 
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XLI. 

t 

vnirerxiiT. 

I 

|T BtcAHB acquaii^d with the wolks of Ntumery’ when ahoy: th^ 
are within easy reach of a day’s pleasant excursion ine 
town of .Penrith, where I us^ to pass ray suramer holiday! 
under tne roof of my maternal Grandfather. The {dace is 
well worth visiting, thongh, within these few years, its pnvary, 
and therefore the pleasure which the scene so well fitted to 
^ve, has bean injonously affected by walks cut in the rocks on 
that Bide the stream which had been left in its natural state.] 

Thb floods are roused, and will not soon be weary ; 
Down from the Pennine Alps * how fiercely sweeps 
CBOOLnr, the stately Eden’s tribntaiy! 

He raves, or through some Inoody passage creeps 
Plotting (^ew mischief—out again he leaps 
Into broad light, and sends, through regions aiiy, 
That voice which soothed the Nuns 'while on the steeps 
They knelt in prayer, or sang to blissful Mary. 

That union ceased: then, cleaving easy walks 
Througb crags, and smoothing paths beset 'with danger, 
Game studious Taste; and many a pensive stranger 
Dreams on the banks, and to the river talks. 

What change shall happen next to Nunnery Dell f 
Papal, and Viaduct, and Bailway, tell! 


* Hie cluln of CroaafelL 
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m 


Ttjrr. 

ETBAaiBOATS, TZABUCTS^ AND RAILWAtS. 

MoitONS aiid Means, on land and at war 
*With old poetic feeling, not &r this, , 

Shall ye, by Poets even, be judged amiss! 

Kor shall your presence, howsoe’er it mar 
The loveliness of Nature, prove a bar 
To the Mind*8 gaining that prophetic sense 
Of future change, that point of \i8ion, hence 
May be discovered what in soul ye arc. 

In spite of all that beauty may disown 
In your harsh features^ Nature doth embrace 
Her lawful offspring in Man’s art; and Time, 
Pleased with your triumphs o’er his brother Space, 
Accepts from your hold hands the proffered crown 
Of hope, and smiles on you w ith cheer sublime* 


XLIII. 

ms UOKUHEICF OOHUONLT OALLSB LOVa HBO AKD BXa 
DAUGBX2BB, »EAB THE BIYSa XBSH. 

A wsiaHT of awe, not easy to be borne, 

!FeU auddenly upon my Spirit^cast 
Srom the dread bosom of the unknown paity 
Whm. fbntt 1 saw that fiunily forlorn. 




%bi» jpoirej^^ ^ 5‘i0iix‘«^p]:!&^^kQiit» ttud pU»»6d 
Aputt, to ov'^look tke circle vast— 

ISpOaltf Oiiknt-inother 1 tell it to the Mom 
W inlo she dispels the cumbrous shades of Kight} 
Iiob the Mpou hear, emerging from a cloud; 

^ vvhose behest uprose on'llritibh ground 
’Srhat Sisterhood, in liierogl>phic round 
!Pbttli*shadetnng, some have deemed, the indnite 
!£l»e inviolable God, that tames the proud*! 


XLIV. 

LOWrH^B. 

{**tU.9!ina|>a^i< pomp.** It may lie qaesUoned whetber this vite 
was in the ooDtemplatiou of the ,artist 'vrhen he planOSd ti|s 
adiSse. However this might be, n poet may be excused tug 
tshiqg the \iew of the subject presented in this Sonnet,] 

IhowTirjtB * in thy majestic Pile arc seen 
Cathedral pomp and grace, m apt accord 
Wiiih the baronial castle's sterner xnieu; 

'Ciiion signidcaut of God adored, 

And charters vion and guarded by the swc'rd 
iCfancieiit honour; hence that goodly state 
^pedity which Bise men venerate, 

maintam, if God his help adbrd. 
the democratic torrent swells; 

;p]ft»nises and hopes suborned 


* Bee Vote. 


oi l»iuitkwd*io k 

XUi if jr^ i|»a8t, ye ^owm and BucinaoUs, 

AVitk urbot ye symboliBe; anthentic Story ^ 
Will Bay, Te^iaappeared with England’s Glory f 


TO TOE EARL QF LONSDALB* 

* Ha(|;iBtratii8 Indlcat Tiram * 

LoirsnALE! it were unworthy of a Guest, 

Whoae heart Tvith gratitude to thee inclinea, 

If should speak, by lanoy touched, of signs 
Qn thy Abod3 harmoniously imprest, 

Tet be* unmoved n ith wishes to attest 
How in thy mind and moral frame agree 
fortitude, and that Christian Charity 
Whieh, filling, consecrates the human breast* 

And if the Motto on thy ’bCutel\eon teach 
With, truth, ‘Thig Maoistbacy shows the blazT)* 
ftkat searoluDg test thy public course has stood $ 

' As will be owned alike by bad and good, 

Soon 08 the measuring of life's little span 
9hall place thy virtues out of Envy’s reach 


• SebNjUii 
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XLVI* 

THB SOMNAMBULIST. 

[Tbu poem miglit be dedicated to At friends. Sir G. Beamooiil and 
Mr. Bogers jotatly. While ve were making an exeanion 
togeriior in this part nf the Lake Butrict we heard that Mr. 
Oiorer, tft artist, while lodging at Lyulph's Tower, had been 
^stnrbed by a load shriek, and npon nimg he hod learnt that 
it hod come from a young woman in the liunse who was in the 
haMt of talking in her sleep. In that state sae Iiad gone down 
stairsi and, whde attempting to open the outer door, either 
iri»n some difficulty or the effect of the cold stone upon her 
had uttered the cry which alarmed him. It seemed to ns all 
that this might serre os a hint fur a poem, and the stoiy hsre 
told was oonstmeted and soon after put into verse by me as it 
now stands.] 

List, ye who pass by LyulpVs To»'cr* 

Atrere; how softly then 
Doth Aira>furce, that torrent hoarse, 

Speak from the woody glen! 

Pit music^ for a solemn vale! 

And holier scorns the ground 
To him who catches on the gale 
The spirit of a mournful tale, 

Embodied in the sound. 

IKot £tri|pm that fair site whereon 
The P^Lsure-house is reared, 

As story says, in antique days 
A sta|kbrowed house appeared; 

IPoil tolRewel rich in light 

** Aplisswa bswte built by tbs lato Piiks et Kottofle iqion thabanha 
IJlMUr. Voii«isistlMW<nduisdinthoJAka01ttristMrWi^^ 
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l^iere set, and guarded well; 

Cage for a Bird of plumage bright, 
Sweet-Toioed, nor wiahing for a flight 
Beyond her native dell. 

To win this bright Bird from her cage, 

To make this G-eni their own, 

Came Barons bold, with B^re ol gold, 

And Knights of high renown; 

But one She prized, and only one; 

Sir Bglamore 'vtas he; 

Full happy season, when was known, 

Te Dales and Hills! to you alone 
Their mutual loyalty— 

Known ebjefly, Aira! to thy glen. 

Thy brook, and b«>wers of holly ; 

'Where lesion caught what Kature taught. 
That all but love is folly; * 

Where Fact wnth Fancy stooped to play; 

Doubt came not, nor regret— 

To trouble hours that winged their way. 

As if through an immortal day 
Whose sun could never set. 

But in old times Love dwelt not long 
Sequestered with repose; 

Best throve the fire of chaste desire, 

Fanned by the breath of foes. 

** A conquering lance is beauty’s test, 

“ And proves the Lover true j** 

8o spake Sir Bglamore, and pressed 
The drooping Bmma to his breast, 

And looked a blind adieu. 



^3[Jb«y jpaiied.-^'Well iNith Hta ifc fkred 
TliiHiagh vide-spmd reguuui emait) 

A %uaSght of pvoo£in lore’s behoof 
DPho thirst of fame his warrant: t 
At]4 She her happiness can build 
On woman's quiet hours; 
l!bough faint, comporect with spear and shielS^ 
The solace Ibcads and masses yield, 
An(^lleedlework and flow era. 

Yet blest was Emma when she heard 
Her Champion's praise recounted; 

Though brain would swim, and eyes grow di|n 
And high her blushes mounted; 

Or when a bold heroic lay 
t She warbled from full heart; • 

Delightful blossoms for Vho May 
Of a^^sence! but they will not stay. 

Bom only to depart. 

Hope wanes with her, while lustre filU 
l^atever path he chooses, 

As if his orb, that owns no curb, 

Beceived the light hers loses. 

He comes not back; an ampler space 
Bequires for nobler deeds; 

He ranges on from place to place, 

Till of His doings is no trace. 

Bat wbat her fancy breeds. 

HH* iatne may spread, but in tbe past 
Her ej^irit finds its centre; 
iC^tiaar a^t She Has of what he was, 
mt new eoutent her. 
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** it he my devoted iEnight 'r^* 

The tear in anawer flowa; 

Houth falla on month with heavier weight % 
Bay aicksens round her, and the night 
Im empty of repose. 

In sleep She sometimes walked abroad, 
Beep sighs with quick wdi'ds blendij^, 
lake that pale Queen ^hose hands are seen 
' With ^cied spots contending; 

Bat she is innocent of blood,— 

The moon is not more pure 
That shines aloft, while through the wood 
She thrids her way, the sounding Flood 
' Her melancholy lure! 

• 

W|ule ’mid the fern-brake sleeps the doe. 

And owls alone are waking. 

In white arrayed, glides on the Maid 
The downvrard pathway taking, 
lhat leads her to the torrent's side 
And to a holly bower; 

By whom on this still night descried P 
By whom in that lone place espied ? 

* By thee, Sir Bglamore I 

A wandering Qhost, so thinks the Knight, 
His coming step has thwarted, 

^Beneath the boughs that heard theor tows, 
Within whose shade they parted, 
hush, the busy Sleeper see! 



3P0IIXB <xr vm 




ParplcoEod hei^ fitigeri seem, 

Ab if &ey from the holly tree 
Green twigs would pluck, aa rapidly 
Hung from her to the stream. 

What means the Spectre ? Why intent 
To violate the Tree,* 

Thought Bglamc^, by which I swore, 
Unhiding constancy P 
Here am I, and to-morrow’s sun, 

To her I left, shall prove 
That bliss is ne’er so surely won 
As when a circuit has been run 
Of valour, truth, and love. 

So from the spot whereon he stood. 

He moved with stllllE^hy pace; 

And, draw ing nigh, with his living eye, 

Hb recognised the face,; 

And whispers caught, and speeches smallj 
Some to the green-leaved tree, 

Some muttered to the torrent-fall;— 

Hoar on, and bring him with thy coll; 

«I heard, and so may He!” 

Soul-shattered was the Knight, nor knew 
If Emma’s Gho^lji; were, 

Or boding Shade, (IRf the Maid 
Her very self stood there. 

He touched; what^llowed who shall tell ? 

The soft touch ^pped the thread 
Of slumber—shrieking back she fell. 

And the Stream whirled her down the doU 
Along its foaming bed. 
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In plunged the Klxiiglit t—^wnen on firm ground 
rescued Maiden lay, ^ 

Her eyes grew bright with bbssful light, 
Confusion passed away; 

She heard, ere to the throne of grace 
Her faithful Spirit^ew, 

His voice—beheld his speaking fafit *; 

And, dying, from liis own einbrace, 

She felt that he was true. 

So was he reconciled to life: 

Brief words may speak tho rest; 

Within the dell he built a cell. 

And there^as Sorrow’s guest; 

In hermits* weeds repose he found, 

Prom vai*i temptations free; 

Beside th^ torrent dif^elling—bound 

By one Jeep heart-controlling sound, * 

And awed to piety. 

Wild stream of Aira, hold thy course, 

Nor fear memorial lays, 

Where clouds that spread in solemn shade, 

Are edged with golden rays! 

Bear art thou to tho light of heaven, 

Though minister of sorrow; 

Sweet is thy voice at pensive even; 

And thou, in lovers* hearts forgiven, 

Shalt take thy place with Yarrow t 

tS9$* 
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TO COltDEU* 

UAUMXJiSS, ITLIiSWATBB. 

K0!C m the minee beyond the western main, 

Ton say, Cordelia, was the metal sought* 

"Which a fine skill, of Indian groifv th, has wrought 
tnto this flexible yet faithful Cham; 

24‘or is it silver of romantic Spain ♦ 
fiut firom our loved Helvellyn*s depths was brought^ 
Our own domestic mountain. Thing and thought 
ybx strangely; trifles light, jbid paitly yain. 

Can prem,^^ you have learnt, our nobler being: 

Tes, Lai^, while about } our neck is wound 
(Tour casual glance oft meotmg) this bright cord, 
•I^That witchery, for pure gifts of inward seeing, 
ljurks in it, Memoiy’s Helper, Fancy’s Lord, 

Tor precious tremblings in your bosom found I 


XLvm. 

sweet it is with unuplifted eyes 
^ pace the ground, if path be there or none, 
WliUe e fiur region round the traveller lies 
he forbears agsm to look upon; 
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Pleased rather with some soft ideal scene, 

The work of Pancy, or some happy tone 
Of meditation, slipping in between 
Xhe beauty coining and the beauty gone. 

If Thought and Lure desert us, from that day 
liet US break off all commerce with the Muse: 
With Thought and Love companions of our m ay, 
Whate’er the senses take or mey refuse. 

The Mind’s internal heaven shall shed her dews 
Of inspiration on the humblest lay. 


TOl. W- 



POEMS OP SENTIMENT AND BEPLECmOU; 


I. 


EXPOSTULATION AND BEPLY. 


'sis poem is a fiivoiiie among the Quakers, as I have lemit on 
many occasLuns It was composed m flont of the koiii^ iit 
Alfoxden, in the spring of 17!*8.] 


"Why, William, on that old grey stone, 
us for the length of half a ^y, 
y, Wilham, sit you thus alone, 
dream your tune a^iay ? 



Whef? are your books ?—that light bequeathed 
To Be{^^ forlorn and blind! 

Up t up! and drmk the spirit breathed 

Brom de^ kind. 


/ 

Tou look 7°“* Mother Earth, 

A» if she forio pwpoae bore you; 

Aa if you wew^®*' Awt-bca® birth, 
^kod uone lyid before you! ” 



BX?Q8Tcrtaitioy and mss%r, t9§ 

One moniing thus^ by Estbwaite lake, 

Vfheia lifb waa sweet, 1 knew not why, 

^0 me my good friend Matthew spake. 

And thus 1 made reply: 

*“ The eye—it cannot cl ooae but see ; 

We cannot bid the ear be stil); 

Our bodies feel, where’er they be. 

Against or with our wiU. 

Nor less 1 deem that there are Powers 
Which of themselves our minds impress; 

That we can feed this mind of ours 
In a wise passivcness. 

'Think you, ’mid all this mighty sum 
Of things ibr ever speaking, 

That nothing of itself will come, 

!But we must still be seeking P 

'—^Then ask not wherefore, here, alone^ 
Oonversing as 1 may, 

1 sit upon this old grey stone. 

And dream my time away.*’ 

1708 . 
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TOBIIB OF SBNTIMSNT AND XtEFI^iiCTlON. 


IT. 

THE TABLES TURNED. 

AN ETENINa- SCENE OH ZBE SAME SCDJEOZ. 

«h 

TJp! up I my Friend, and quit your books; 
Or surely you’ll g^ow double: «' 

TJp! up! my Friend, and clear your looks ; 
Wby all this toil and trouble P 

The sun, above the mountain’s head, 

A freshening lustre mellow 

Through all the long ^ecn fields has spread^ 

first sweet evening yellow. 

* 

Books ! ’tis a dull and endless strife: 

Gome, hear the woodland linnet. 

How sweet his music! on my life. 

There’s more of wisdom in it. 


pAnd hark! how blithe the throstle sings 
'He, too, is no mean preacher: 


Gome forth into the light of things, 
iXiet Nature be your teacher. 


I 


She has a -world of ready wealth, 
Our minds and hearts to bless— 


Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health, 


■^Xruth breathed by cheerfulness. 



LINUS WRITTEN IN RABLT SPBINa W 

One itnpulse from a vernal wood 
May teach you more of man, 

Of moral evil and of good, 

Than all the sages can. 

Sweet is the loro which^ Nature brings; 

Our meddling intellect 

Mis-shapes the beauteous forms of thin^fS:— 

Wo murder to dissect. 

Enough of Science and of Art; 

Close up those barren leaves ; 

Come forth, and bring with you a heart 
That watches and receives. 

1798 . 


in. 

LINES WRITTEN IN EARLY SPRING. 

I 

(,Acxi7ALLt composed Mobile I was sitting by the side of the brook 
that runs down from the Comb, in which stands the Tillage of 
Alford, through the grounds of Alfozden. ' It was a chosen 
resort of mine. The brook fell down a sloping rook so as to 
make a waterfall considerable for that country, and across the 
pool below, had fallen a tree, an ash if I rightly remember, 
wliich rose perpendicularly, boughs in seuch of the light 
intercepted by the deep shade above. The boughs bore leaves 
uf green that for want of sunshine had faded into almost Hly-* 
white; and from the underside of this natural sylvan brid^ 
depended long and beautiful tresses of ivy which waved g6B% 
in the breeze that might poetically speaking be called the bre^ 
of the waterfall. This motion varied of course in proportioa 
to the power of wa;ter in tiie l^ok. "VHien, with dear :MeBd^ 
1 misited tUs spot, after an mterval of more than forty jem, 
this interesting feature of the scene was gone. To the owo^' 
of the place I could not but regret that the beauty of tfaiii 



TOEUS OF SBMTDtSET AHD BSFCSCnOE. 


I^B 


Mlzx«d p«rt of Hie grounde bad not tempted liim to make St 
more aeoeOBfUe by a path, not broad or obtoneire, but soffi- 
eient for porsonB who lore soeh scenes to creep along wiihout 
difficulty.] 

1 heabd a thousand blended notes, 

While in a grore 1 s^te reclined, 

In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts 
Bring sad thoughts to the mind. 

To her fair works did Nature link 
The human soul that through m^ ran; 

And much it grieved my heart to think 
What man has made of man. 

Through primrose tufts, in that green bower. 

The periwinkle trailed its wreaths ; 

And *tis my laith that every flower 
Enjoys the air it breathes. 

The birds around me hopped and played, 

Their thoughts I cannot measure;— 

But the least motion which they made, 

It seemed a thrill of pleasure. 

The budding twigs spread out their fan, 

To catch the breezy air; 

And I must think, do all 1 can, 

Thgt there was pleasure there. 

laua belief &om heaven be sent, 

If such be Nature’s holy plan, 

Have 1 not reason to lament 
What man has made pf man P 

1798L 



A CHAltACTEll. 

[Tbb principal fcatores are taLcn frou that of my fiiend Bohort 

JoneR.] 

ff 

I HABTEL how Nature could over find ppaiJ 
Per so many strange contrasts in ono human face: 
There’s thought and no thought, and there’s paleness 
and bloom 

And bustle and sluggishness, pleasure and gloom. 

Tliere’s weakness, and strength both redundant and 
Such strength as, if ever affliction and pain [vain; 
Could pierce through a temper that’s soft to disease, 
Would be rational peace—a philosopher’s case. 

There’s indificrenoe, alike when he fails or succeeds, 
And attention full ton times as much as there needs; 
Pride where there’s no envy, there’s so much of joy; 
And mildness, and spirit both forward and coy. 

There’s freedom, and sometimes a diffldent store 
Of shame scarcely seeming to know that she’s there, 
There’s virtue, the title it surely may claim, 

Tet wants heaven knows what to be worthy the name. 

I^is picture fix>m nature may seem to depart, 

Yet the Mon would at once ruri away with your heart; 
And I for five centuries right gladly would be 
Buoh an odd such a kind happy creature as he. 


I 80 a 
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POBMS OV SSNTIMBNT ilO) BaiUSCTZOV. 


T, 

TO MY SISTEll. 

[ConposES in fi-ont of Alfoxden House. My little boy-meBsenger on 
this occasion was the son of liasil Moatagn. The laitdi men¬ 
tioned in the -first stanza was standing when I revisited the 
place in May, 1841, ifiore than forty years after. I was dis- 
appoini!9L that it had notiimproved in api}earanoe as to size, nor 
it acquired anything of the majesty of age, which, even 
though less perliaps than any other tree, the larch sometimes does. 
A few score yar^ from this tree, grew, when we inhabited 
Alfoxden, one of the most remarkable beech-trecs ever seen. 
The ground sloped both towards and from it. It was of 
immense size, and threw out arms that struck into the soil, 
like those of the banyan-tree, and rose again from it. Two of 
the branches thus inserted themselves twice, which gave to eadi 
the appearance of a serpent moving along by gathering itself up 
in folds. One of the large boughs of this tlce hod been tom off 
by the wind before we 4efb AlSixden, but five remained. In 
1841 we could barely find the spot where the tree hod stood. 
So remro-kable a pz^uction of nature could not liavo been 
wilfully destroyed.] 

It is the first mild day of March: 

Each minute sweeter than before 
The redbreast sings from the tall larch 
That stands beside our door. 

There is a blessing in the air, 

Which seems a sense of joy to yield 
To the bare trees, and mountains bare, 

And grass in the green field. 

My sister! ('tis a wish of mine) 

Kow that our morning meal is done, 

MoJko haste, your morning task resign; 

Come forth and feel the sun. 



TO liT SidTBB. 




Edward will come with you;—^and, pray, 
Put on with speed your woodland dress; 
And bring no book: for this one day 
We*!! give to idleness. 

No joyless forms shall regulate 
Our living calendai : 

We from to-day, my Eriond, will date 
The opening of the year. * 

Love, now a universal birth, 

Prom Heart to heart is stealing, 

From earth to man, from man to earth: 
—It is ihe hour of feeling. 

One moment now may give us more 
Than jea(rs of toiling reason: 

Oiir miyds shall dfink at e\ery pore 

•i The spirit of the season. 

• 

Some silent laws our hearts 'vs ill make, 
Whioh they shall long obey; 

We for the 3 ear to come may take 
Our temper from to-day”. 

And from the blessed power that rolls 
About, below, above, 

We*D frame the measure of our souls: 
They shall bo tuned to love. 

Then come, my Sister! edme, I pray, 
’With speed put on your woodland ^ess; 
And bring no book: for this one day 
We*ll give to idleness. 
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roKKS Of aENToaBNT Asn> B&FUscnoir. 


Yl. 


SIMON LEE, 

THE OLD Huntsman; 
a 

-inTH AH INOIDBE^ IN llliriCU TIE WAS OONCERNED. 

(1!!b 0 old tnan had been huntsman to the squirca of Alfoxden, 
\ which, at the time we occupied it, belonged to a minor. The 
old man’s cottage stood upon the common^ a little way from 
the ootrance to Alfoxden Park. But it had disappeared. 
Many other changes had taken place in the adjoining village, 
whi^ I oonld not but notice with a regret more natoral thui 
'''pdl'Oensidered. Improreraentfi but rarely appear tmeh to 
those who, after long intervals of time, revisit places they 
^have had much pleasure in. It is unnecessary to add, the 
fact was as mentioned in the poem; and I have, aftw an 
interval of forty five years, the image of the old man as firosh 
b^ore my eyes as if I had seen him yesterdag. The expression 
when the hounds were out, dearly love their Toi(U^‘’ was 
word ior word from his own lips.} 


\ Ik the sweet shire of Cardigan, 

^ iN^ot far from pleasant Xyor-hall, 

>An old Man dwells, a little man,— 
said he once was tall. 

Pim five-and-thirty years he lived 
A nmrnng huntsman merry; 

And s1^ the centre of his cheek 
Is red ^ a ripe cherry. 

Ko man like him the horn could sound, 
And hitj an^ ralley rang with glee 
, When .Echo bandied, round and round, 
The haAoo of Simon Iiee, 
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In those proud days, he little cared 
For husbandry or tillage ; 

To blither tasks did Simon rouse 
The sleepers of the village. 


lie all the countfiy could outriiu. 

Could leave both man and liC/rso behind; 
And often, ere the cliase was dona^r* 

He reeled, and was stcne-blind. 

And still there’s something in the wrorld 
At which his heart rejoices ; 

For when the chiming bounds are out. 
He dearly loves their voices! 


But, oil tho heayy change!—bereft 
Of Lvalth, strength, friends, and kindred, see I 
Old Simon to the w orld is left 
In liveried poverty. 

His Master’s dead,—and no one now 
Dwells in the Hall of Ivor; 

Men, dogs, and horses, all ai'e dead; 

He is the sole survivor. 


And he is loan and he is sick; 

His body, dwindled and awry, 

Bests upon ankles swoln and tbiok; 
His legs are tbin and dry. 

One prop be has, and only one, 

His wife, an aged woman, 

Dives with him, near tho waterfall, 
Upon the village Common. 



POEMS OP smmsxsT amd beflectiqn. 

Beside their moss-grown hut of day, 
29'ot twenty paces from the door, 

A scrap of land they hayo, but they 
Are poorest of the poor. 

This scrap of land he from the heath 
Bnelosed when he was stronger; 

But what them avails the land 
Which he can tiU no longer ? 


Oft, working by her Husband’s sid^, 
Buth does what Simon cannot do ; 

Bor she, with scanty cause for pride. 

Is stouter of the two. 

And, though you with your utmost skill 
From labour could not wean thoin, 

*Ti8 little, very little—ail 
That J:hey can do between them. 


Few months of life has he in store 
As he to you will tell, 

For still, the more he works, the more 
Do his weak ankles swell. 

My gentle Reader, I perceive 
How patiently you’ve waited, 

And now I fear that you expect 
Some tale will be related. 


O Reader! had you in your mind 
Such stores as silent thought can bring, 
O gentle Reader! you would find 
A tola in everj thing. 



SIMON LEE. 


What more 1 haye to say is shorb, 

And you must kindly take it: 

It is no tale; but, should you think, 
Perhaps a tale you’ll make it. 

One Bummer-day^I chanced to see 
This old Man doing all he cotdd 
To unearth the root of an old tree^v.^ 

A stump of rotten wood. 

The mattock tottered in his hand; 

So vmn was his endeavour. 

That at the root of the old tree 
He might have worked for ever. 

“ You’re overtasked, good Simon Lee, 
Give me your tool,” to him I said; 

And at the w'ord right gladly he 
Heceived my proffered aid. 

1 struck, and with a single blow 
The tangled root I severed. 

At which the poor old Man so long 
And vainly had endeavoured. 

The tears into his eyes were brought, 

And thanks and praises seemed to run 
So fast out of his heart, I thought 
They never would have done. 

—^I’ve heard of hearts unkind, kind deeds 
With coldness still returning; 

Alas! the gratitude of men 
Hath oftener left mo mourning. 
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VII. 

WEITTEN IN GERMANY, 

f 

OJV OMS or THE COLDEST DATS OV THE CEKTDET. 

• 

|[A EITTE& printer it wtLt vehett the<M? verses vrere composed by the 
in.de 01 tu$ Sister, in our lodgings at a draper's house in the 
romantie imperial tovrn of Goslar, on tho edge of the Idtarta 
Forest. In this town the German enipm)rs of the FranccaEuan 
line were accustomed to keep their court, and itirctains vestigea 
of ancient splendour. So severe was the cold of this winter, 
that when we passed out of the parlour warmed by the stove, 
our cheeks were struck by tho air as by cold Iron. I dept in 
a room over a passage which was not ceiled. The people of the 
house used to say, rather unfeelingly, that they expected I 
should be frozen to death some night; but, with the proteotion 
ot a pelune lined with far, and a dog'S’Skki bonnet, snoh as 
was worn by the jicasants, I walked daiiy on the ramparts^ or in 
a sort of public ground or garden, in which was a pond. Hero, 
I had nor companion but a king&thcr, a beautiful creature, that 
used to glance by me. I consrq^uently became much attwslted 
to it. Eunng these walks 1 com]>osed the poem that foUowa] 

The Reader must he apprised, that the Rtoves in North-Gennanjr 
^ generally have the impression of a galloping horse upon them* 
this beu^ part of the Brunswick Anus. 

A PLA.OVE on. your languages, German and Korse! 
Xiet me have the song of tho kettle; 

And the tongs and the poker, instead of that horaa 
tThat gallops away w ith such fury and force 
On this dreary dull plate of black metal. 

dee that !Ely,-~a disconsolate creature! perhape 
A duld of the field or the grove; 

And, sorrow for him! the dull treacherous heat 
STaa seduced the poor fool from his winter retreat^ 
4Jid he creeps to the edge of my stove. 



WRlTTEZr rs OBSICANT. 




! how he famhles about the dotnama 
Which this comfortless oven environ! 

He cannot find out in what track he must crawl. 

Now back to the tiles, then in Search of the wall. 

And now on the brink of the iron. 

Stock-still there he stands liko a traveller bemozed: 
The best of his skill he has trie<h; 

His feelers, methinks, I can see him put fortli 
To the east and the west, to the south and the ncMcth ; 
Hut he finds ujither guide-post nor guide. 

His spindles sink under him, foot, leg, and thigh t 
His ^esight and hearing are lost; 

Between life and death his blood freezes and thaws; 
And his two pretty pinioiH of blue dusky gauze 
Axe glued to his sides by %hc frost. 

’ > 

No brother, no mate hds he near him—while I 
Can draw warmth from the cheek of my Love; 

As blest and as glad, in this desolate gloom. 

As if green summer grass were the floor of my room, 
Apd woodbmea were hanging above. 

Yet, Cod is my witness, thou small helpless Thing! 
Thy life 1 would gladly sustain 
TUI summer come up from the south, and vith crowds 
Of thy brethren a march thou should’st sound through 
the clouds. 

And bibk to th^ forests again! 


1799 . 
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vin- 

A POET^S EPITAPH. 

« 

Abt tbpu a Statist in the van 
Of public conflicts trained and bred ? 

leam to love one living man; 
3%en may’st thou think upon the dead* 

A Ijawyer art thou ?—draw not* nigh I 
QrOy carry to some fitter place 
The keenness of that practised eye, 

The hardness of that sallow face. 

Art thou a Man of nurple chSer ? 

A rosy Man, right pump to see ? 
Approach ; yet. Doctor, not too near, 
T^ grave no cushion is for thee. 

Or art thou one of gallant pride, 

A Soldier and no man of chaff P 
Welcome!—but lay thy sword aside^ 
And lean upon a peasant’s staff. 

Physician art thou P one, all eyes, 
Philosopher! a fingering slave, 

One that would pi|^ s^d botanize 
Upon his mother’^rave P 

Wrapt closely in thy sensual fieecc, 

O turn aside,—and jfcake, I pray, 

That he below may rest in peace, 

33iy ever-dlimdling soul, away! 
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A Moralist pcrcliance appears; 

Led, Hoaveu knows how 1 to this poor sod: 
And he has neither eyes nor ears; 

Himself his world, aud his own Grod; 

Ono to ■v\hose !!.mooih-T*ubbed soul can cling 
Hor form, nor feeling, great or small; 

A reasoning, seU-sulhcmg tlpng, 

An intellectual All-m-all ’ 

Shut close the door; press dow n the latch ; 
Sleep in thy iutellcctual crust; 

Nor lose ten tickings of thy natch 
Near this unprofitable dust. 

But who IS lie, ith modest looks. 

And clad m homely russet brown f 
He murnn rs near the running brooks 
A music sweeter than their o\vn. 

He is retired as noontide dew, 

Op fountain in a noon-day grove; 

And you must lo\e him, ere to }ou 
He will seem worthy of your love. 

The outw iird sho'w a of sky and earth. 

Of hill and valley, he has viewed; 

And impulses of deeper birth 
Have come to him in solitude. 

In common things that round us lie 
Some random truths he can impart,— 

The harvest of a quiet eye 

That broods and sleeps on his own heart. 

1N»L. IT. « 



Bq^ he is wesk; "botk Han and Bojr, 

Hai^ h&sa an idler in the land; 

Contented if he might enjoj 
The things ^hich others understand* 

—Come hitlier in thy hour of strengtli; 

Gome, w^ak as is a hreakmg wave! 
i^ere stretch thy body at full length; 

Or huild thy house upon this grave. 
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IX. 


TO IHE DAISY. 

{Ya>3 an^ the other Poems a<3Jicft<ied to the same flower vreali 
oomposed at Town end, Ori'miere, dnrmg the earlier part of 
my residence there I haie been censured for the laait hiya 
l^nt erne—*^thy function apostolical’’—^os l>eing httle less tluHi 
profane. How could it be thought so ^ The word is adoptoil 
with re^^nce to its derivation, implying something sent on a 
mission; and assuredly this httle flower, especially when tiia 
snlject of verse, may be regarded, in its humble degree, a# 
administenng both to moial aud to spintual pnrpo8ei.3 

Bbi&ht Plower ! whose home is eyerywhci^ 
Bold in maternal Nature’s care, 

And all the long year through the heir 
Of joy or sorrow; 

BCdthinks that there abides in thee 
Borne concord with humanity, 

CKven to no otHer flower I see 
^ The foxiest thorough t 
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Is it tluit Hatai k soon dcprest f 
A ihougbtless Thing! M'ho, onee imblost, 

Does little ou his memoir rest. 

Or on his reason, 

And Thou would*at teach him hoH' to 
A shelter imder every n iud, 

A hope for times that are unkind ^ 

Aud every season ? 

Thou wander’st the wide world about, 
Uncheck’d by pride or scrupulous doubt. 

With friends to greet thee, or without. 

Yet pleased and willing; 

Meek, yielding to the occasion’s call, 

And all things sudering from all, 

Thy function apostolied 
In pcrce fuldlling. 

1803 . 


x. 

MATTHEW. 

la Ihs Sdliool of-is a tablet, on wluch are inserilied, i4 

^ leUers, the Names of the sevtial persons vho liave hftfi 
''Sehool.maaters there since Uie foundation of the SchocA, with 
iho timo at which they entered upon aud quitted their office. 
Opposite to one of those names the Author wrote the fbnowing 
lines. 

a Xahlet as is here spok^ of continued to he preijferved iis 
Hawkjffiead School, though tho inscriptions were not htroiiikt 
dwn to our time. This and other poems conneklld ividi 
Hatthew would not gain by a literal detail of facts, l^e 
wandeter in '*The Ezenraiem,** this Sdiool*i»aater was madg 
up of sOmal both of his class and men of other ooropafelou|tl 
X do pot ask pardon for what thei« is of untrdth In mudii 

? $ 
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t€iiM% oonsiderGd strictly as ntattens of fiiet It is enougli \ty 
t«eiiig true and eonri.^Qt in spirit^ they niore and teach lA A 
jDOiuer not tmwoithy of a Foetus calling.] 


If Nature, for a favourite child, 

In tlico hath tcnij)crc(^so her clay, 
That every hour tliy heart runs wild. 
Yet never ^nce doth go astray. 


Bead o*er these lines; and then ^e^^ew 
This tablet, that thus humbly rcars^ 

In such diversitv of hue 

mt 

Its history of two hundred years. 


—^Wlicn through this little wreck of fame, 
Cipher and syllable! thine eye 
lias travelled down to Matthew’s name, 
Pausf with no common sympathy. 

I 

And, if a sleeping tear should wake, 

Then be it neither checked nor stayed: 
For Matthew a request I make 
Which for himself he had not made. 


Poor Matthew, all his frolics o’er. 

Is silent ns a standing pool; 

Far from the chimney’s merry roar, 

And murmur of the village school. 

The sighs u hich Matthew heaved were sighjir 
Of one tired out with fun and madness; 

The tears u lucb came to Matthew’s eyes 
Were tears of light, the dew of gladness* 
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Yet, Bometimes, wUea tbo Bccret cup 
Of fitill and senous thought went round. 

It seemed as if he drank it up— 

He felt with spirit so profound. 

—^Thou soul of God’s best earthly mould I 
Thou hapj^y Soul! and can it be 
That these two words of gUJtering gold 
Are all thui must remain of thee ? 

im 


XI. 


THE TWO APBIL MOIININGS. 

We walked along, '\^]iilo bright and red 
Uprose the morning sun ; 

Matthew stopped, he looked, and s ild, 
“The will of God oe done !’* 

A village schoolmaster was he, 

"With hair of glittering grey; 

As blithe a man as you could see 
On a spring holiday. 

And on that morning, through the grass. 
And by the steaming rills, 

We travelled merrily, to pass 
A day among tbo hills. 

*‘Our work,” said I, "was well begun, 
Then, from thy breast what thought, 
Beneath so beautiful a sun, 

Bo BUd a sigh has brought P” 
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A ieeond time did Matthovr etop; 

And fixing fitm His eye 
tTppn tlie eaBtersL mountain-top, 

To me he made reply: 


♦‘Yon cloud Tuith that long puiplo cleft 
Brings fresh into my mind 
A day like this vhich I have left 
iSSr thirty years behind. 

And just above yon slope of corn 
Such colours, and no other. 

Were in the sky, that April morn, 

Of this the very brother. * 

With rod and line 1 sued the sport 
Which that sweet season gave. 

And, to the church-yard come, stepped shor1» 
Beside my daugliter's grave. 


Nine summers had she scarcely seen, 

The pride of all the vale; 

And then s^ sang;—she would have been 
A very nigjiKingale. 

SixJjjtf in earth my Emma lay; 

AM^fet 1 loved her more, 

%K> it seemed, than till that day 
T ^er had lo\ed before. 

^ • 

Aadi turning from her grave, I met, 
the churchyard yeV, 
fA Jblooming Cl;iri, whose hair was wet 
With points fk momiz^ dew* 
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A basket on her lieacl ske bare; 
Her brow was smooth and white: 
To see a child so very fair, 

It was a pure delight * 

No fountain from its rocky cave 
E’er tnpped "with loot so fiee, 

She seemed as happ> ns a ^a\o 
That dances on the sea. 

There came from me a sigh of pam 
Which I could ill confine, 

1 looked at her, and looked again: 
And did not wish her mme 

Matthew w m his grave, jet now, 
MethmlLj, I see him si ind, 

As at that moment, with a bough 
Of wilding m his hand 


sii. 

THE FOUNTAIN. 

A CONVSBSATIOS. 

Wb talked with open heart, and tongue 
Afiectionate and true, 

A pair of friends, though I was young, 
And Matthew seventy-two. 

We lay beneath a spreading oak. 

Beside a mossy seat; 

And &om the turf a fountain broke. 
And gurgled at our feet. 
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POSMS OF SENTIMBSTT AXO 

“ Now, Matthew! ** said I, ** lot us match 
This water's pleasant time 
'^ith some old border-song, or catch 
Tliat suits a summer's noon ; 

Or of the church-clc 9 k and the chimes 
Sing here beneath the shade, 

That half-mad /diing of witty rhymes 
Which you last April made I ’* 

In silence Matthew lay, and eyed 
The spring beneath the tret*; 

And thus the dear old Man replied, 

The grey-haired man of glee: 

“ No check, no stay, this Strea^nilct fears; 

How merrily it goes h 

’Twill murmur on a thousand ydars. 

And flow as now it flowfi. 

And here, on this delightful day, 

1 cannot choose but think 
How oft, a vigorous man, I lay 
Beside this fouutain’s brink. 

My eyes are dim wdih chUdlsh loure, 

My heart is idly stirred, 

Bor the same sound is in luy eai's 
Whid^ those days X heard. 

Thus fares it still in our decay: 

And yet the wiser mind 

Moums less for wliat age takes away 

Than what It leaves behind. 



THJS FOUNTAIN. 


The blackbird amid Iciify trees, 

The lark above the hill, 

liOt loose their carols when they pleaoo. 

Are quiet when they \\ilL 

With Nature neve • do they wage 
A foolish strife; they see 
A happy youth, and their old age 
Is beaut it ul ami free: 

But \s e are pressed by heavy laws; 

And often, glad no more, 

We wear a face of joy, because 
We have been glad of 3 ’^ore. 

If there ^be one w ho need bemoan 
His kindred laid ‘ii earth, 

The hdUsehold hearts thatere his own 
It is the man of mirth. 

My days, my Friend, are almost gone. 
My life has been approved. 

And many love me ; but bj' none 
Am I enough beloved.” 

Now both himself and mo he wrongs. 
The man who thus complains 
1 live and sing my idle songs 
Upon these happy plains; 

And, kiattliew, for thy children dead 
I’U be a son to thee! ” 

At this be grasped my hand, and said, 
Alas! that cannot be,” 
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We irose up team tlie f(»mt&m<*8xde; 

And dotm tlie smooth descent 
Of the green sheep-track did wo glide; 

And through the wood we went; 

And, ere we came to Leonard's rock, 

He sang those witty Vhvmes 
^Jliout thV3 crazy old church-clock. 

And the bev\ il(fered chimo«» 

1799. 


xin. 

PERSOIJJAL TALK. 

(WBmaji at Town-end, Oxasmore The lost line but two stood, at 
^Ebsl^ better and more charactcnetically, thus 

** By my half kitchen and half itarloi^ fire ** 

tty Sii^ and I wore in the habit of having the tea-kettlo in 
our htt^o sittiug-room; and we toasted th^ btoid ounndtoa, 
wHbidi lOminds me of a little circumstance not nnwor^y dT 
being set down among thebe minutfte Happuimg both m na 
to be engaged a few minutes one rooming when we had a young 
prig of a Sootch lawyer to breakfast with u<i, my dear Sisttty 
with her usual simplicity, put the toasting fork with a slioo 0f 
bread Into the hands of this Edinburgh genius. Ottr fitUe 
book-case stood on one side of the fire. To prevent lots ot 
time, be took down a book, and fell to reading, to the nen^het 
vi the toast, which was burnt to a cinder Slaqy a time have 
we lauded at thus mrcumstance, and other ootta^ 
uf that day. By the bye, 1 have a spite at one of tills ssrie# 
of SontteU (I will leave the reader to discover which) ss havksg 
been the means of nearly putting off for ever our acquaIntiUlte 
Wtih dear ^liss Fenwick, who has always stigmatised one Bnso 
of It as vulgar, and wortliy only of having bem composed by * 
ndnmtty sipuro.] 

1 . 

t Att noft One ^ ho much or ofb ddight 
Vd iCiiBcm toy firesido with personal talk^^ 

IMF IH^dSy who live within on easy walki 
0ytte^hhouri^ daily, weekly, in my sig^t 
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Axidf for my oliaiioe»«equaititaace, la^Sas bright^ 
Sons, mothers, mmdens withering on the stalk, 
These all wear out of me, like Forms, with obalk 
Painted on rich men’s floors, for one feabt-night* 
Better than such discourse doth silence long, 
liong, barren silence, bc^hare Avith my desire; 

To sit without emotion, hope, or ami, 

In the loved presence of my coltage-Cro, 

And listen to the flapping of the flame. 

Or kettle whisperiug its famt undersong. 


XX. 

** Yet life,” you say, “ is life; wo have seen and see. 
And with a living pleasure wo describe; 

Aud fits of sprightly malice do but bribe 
The languid miud intc activity. 

Sound sense, and love itself, and mirth and glee 
Mxe fostered by thev comment and the gifle.” 

ISven be it so; yet still among your tribe, 

Our daily world’s true Worldlings, rank not me I ^ 
Children are blest, and powerful; their world lies 
More justly balanced; partly at their feet, 

At^ port far from them: sweetest melodies 
Are those that aro by distance made more sweet } 
Whose mind is but the mind of his ownti eyes, 

He is o Slave; the meanest wo can meet! 


Wings have we,—and as for as we can go. 

We may And pleasure: wildenioss and wood, 
Blank ocean and mere sky, snpport that mood 
Which with the lofty sanctifies the low* 



rOBMS OF 8miM£»T ANP BBFtBOim 


DmuiS} l)ool{s, are cacli a world; and books, we know^ 
Are a substantial world, both pure and good: 

Bound these, with tendrils strong us llcsh nud blood, 
Our pastime and our happiness u ill grow. 

There find 1 personal themes, a plenteous store, 
Matter wliorein right voliiHo I am, 

To i^hich I lihtftn uitli a ready ear; 

Two shall be named, pre-eminently dear,— 

The geiitlo Lady married to the Moor; 

And heavenly Una with her milk-whiie Lamb, 


ir. 

If or can I not believe but that hereby 
Great gains are mine; for thus 1 live remoto 
from evil-speaking; rancour, never sgught, 

Comes to me not; malignant truth, or lie. 

Hence ha\e I genial seasons, hence ha^e I 
Smooth passions, smooth discourse, and joyous thought; 
And thus from day to day my little boat 
Jtocks in its harbour, lodging peaceably. 

Blessings be w ith them—and eternal praise, 

Who ga\e us nobler loves, and nobler cares— 

The Boets, who on earth have made us heirs 
Of tmth and pur^ delight by heavenly lays I 
Oh I might my name be numbered among then's. 
Then glauly would I end my mortal days. 
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ilV. 

ILLT7ST&ATED BOOKS AND NLWSFAPBRS. 

Discounsi] -{sas deemed^ Maji's noblest sit tribute. 
And written A\ords the i^lory of his baud; 

Then followed Priutiii" with enlar^eil command 
T'or thou«j;ht—dominion va^tlind absrlute 
For spreading truth, anil making; lo\ e expand. 

Now prose and verse sunk into disrepute 
ISIust lacqiie}" a dumb Art that beat can suit 
Th(‘ taste ol' til!'* onee-intcllectual Land. 

A backward ino^eraent surclv have we here, 

Prom manhood,—back to childhood; for the age— 
Back towards caverned life’s first rude career. 
Avaunt this vile abuse^of pictured page! 

Must eyes be all lu all, the tongue and ear 
Nothing ? Heaven keep us from a lowci' stage I 

1846. 


xv. 

TO THE SPADE OF A FRIEND. 

(an AOItICDLTUBIST ) 

OOHPOBin) WUIliK WE WFIIB LABOURIMa TOOETUEB IB JOtB 

ril ASUKB-QROUIi J). 

[tniR per&oa -nns Tlioinas Wilkinson, a quaker by religious 

fcasioji; by natund constitution of mind, or shall 1 rcature 
to say, by God's grace, he was soinctliing better. He had 
iuheiited a small estate, and built a bouse noon It near 
Tanwatli, upon the banks of the Emont. I have heard him 
say that his heart u&ed to }>eat, in lus boyhood, when he heard 
the sound of a drum and life. NoTcrtheleas the spirit of 
enterprise in Itim confintsd itself to tilling JuS ground, msd 
conquering such obstacles as stood in the way of itR fertility. 
Persona of his religious persuasion do now, in a hx grehtter 
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liiaki flnmedy* <itttl|l6b tSmAM^ves to mMa>* 

mOreo. Ilo kept the olA tcaek Ae represe&ted m tlutt poeni* 
Ao eaapUqred lu& leuniro liomg in ^lapitig pleaggnt ’wnlkii 
the eSae of his beloTed iirer, -where he ^so haiit noxoetlui)^ 
betveta a hermitage and a summer honse, attaching to it 
inMnptioiia after the manner oi Shenstone at his Ltnmaves* 
Ba ni^ to travel fioin time to time, pmly tiom love of 
natue, and paitly -with fiicnds in the service of 

humanity His admiration oi genius m ever) dciiartment did 
hun much honlSur ThroUoIi hi-;* conutuon with tho iaiiul/ in 
wrhuh l^dmuud Burke y*a8 ^ucated, ho became acquainted with 
that great man, who used to receii e him with great kmdncin and 
Ctioaideration, and manj times haie I heard Wilkinson apeak 
of those interesting interview a He was honoured ilso by ^e 
fhendship of Elizabeth Smith, and of Thoiiyis Clatkson and 
hiB excellent wif(^ and was much esteemed by Lord and Lady 
Lonsdale, and every member of that family Among hm 
verses (he wrote many) are some woithy of ptescr^atum—one 
little poem in partievdai upon dibtuibiug, by piyiug curumt>, 
a bird while hatching hci young m his garden The latter 
port of this inn fceut and go^ mm s life was meluucholy Ue 
became blind, and il%u pool b) btcomuig* surety ttr some of 
hia relatiuns He was a bachelji He bore, as I have often 
wretnessed, his calamities with unfailing ie(t,,nation I will 
only add that, while working in otic of his hells, he unearthed 
« stone of considerable si/e, tbev anothei, then tiui more, 
an^ cbserving that they had been (heed in < idci ns it forming 
Ihe segment of a circle, he proceeded carttully to uncover ^e 
sod, and brought into -view a leautifnl Diiiid s tempis of 
perfect though small dimensions In older to make Ins fhrm 
more compact, he exchanged this field for an ithei, and» I aip 
Sony to add, the new propnetoi destroyed this inUiestnig mUe 
of xemuto ages foi some vulgoi puipose ] 


!$PA1 >x 1 With IK Inch 'W'llkmaon hath tilled his 
And shaped these plea&ant walks by Dmout^s bide^ 
Thou art a tool of honour m my hands, 

X preas thcc, through tho yielding soil, with pride* 

itaa^e master has it been thy lot to know; 

Xrfozsg hast Thou served a man to reason true; 
'Whose hfe cumbfnos the best of high and 
l!hQ laboun^ xofmy and ihe resting few $ 
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Healtb, meeldieeis, lunioar^ ^tietness secure, 

,4nd industry of body and mind; 

And ^egant enjoyments, that ore pure 
As nature is; loo pure to be refined. 

Here often hast Thou l/eaid the Poet sinsr 
In concord with his river murmurirg by; 

Or in some silent field, whil^tinp'd spnng 
Is yet uncheored by other minstrelsy. 

Who shall inherit Theo when death has laid 
Xow in the darksome cell thine own dear lord P 
That man will have a trophy, humble Spade! 

A trophy nobler than a conqueror’s sword. 

If he be one what feels, with skill to part 
J'alse praisq from true, or, greater Irom the lesi^ 
TRiee will he welcome to his hand and he'irt, 
IPhou monument of "peaceful happiness! 

He will not dread with Thee a toilsome day— 
Thee his loAcd servant, his inspiring male! 

And, when thou art past service, worn away, 

Ko dull oblivious nook shall hide tby fate. 

4r 

His thrift thy uselessness will never scorn; 

An "heir-loom in his cottage wilt thou be:— 

High will he hang thee up, well pleased to adom 
His rustic chimney with the last of Thee! 
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XTI. 

A NIGHT THOUGHT. 

[ToaSB Terses were*t1ivowTi off evtempore npon leavinj; Mrs. Luffs 
house at Fox Uliyll, oiiS cvunin^. The "oud -Nvoman is not dJB> 
posed to look at the bright Hide of tiiiugs, and thcie happened 
to be present certain ladies vrho had reached the point of life 
irhere youth is ended, and who &.ceiued to contend with each, 
other in expressins their dislike of the couu/ry and elimate. 
One of them had been heard to say ^hc could not endore & 
oonntxy where there was neither suiibhine nor caTsUers.”] 

Lo! where the Moou aloii" the shy 
Sails with her happy destiny; 

Oft is she hid from mortal eye 
Or dimly seen, 

But when the clouds asunder 11 v 

•* 

How bright her mien I 

Far different we—a frovvard race, 

Thousands though rich in Fortune’s grace 
With cherished sullenucss of pace 
Their way pursue, 

Ingrates who wear a smilelcss face 
TPhe whole year through. 

If kindred humours e’er would make 
My spirit droop for drooping’s sah^, 

From Fancy fallowing in thy walio. 

Bright ship of heaven! 

A counter impose let me take 
And be foi^given. 
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INCIT^ENT 

GEABACTERISIIO OF A FAVOURITE DOO. 

[This Dog I knew well. It belonged to Mrs. Wordsworth's broUieTi 
Mr. Thomas Hutchinson, who then lived at Suckbc'n on the 
Tees, A beautiful retired situation where 1 used to visit him 
and his sisters before my maiviage. My sister and I spent 
many months there after our return from Germany in 1799.} 

Our his morning rounds the Master 
Goes to learn how all things fare; 

Searches pasture after pasture, 

Sheep and cattle eyes with care; 

And, for silence or for talk, 

He hath coiuradcs in his walk; 

Foibr dogs, each pair of different breed, 
Distinguished two for scent, and two for speed. 

See a hare before him started! 

—Off they fly in earnest chase; 

Every dog is eager-hearted. 

All the four are in the race: 

And the hare whom they pursue. 

Knows from instinct what to do; 

Her hope is near: no turn she makes; 

But, like an arrow, to the river takes. 

Deep the river waEf, and crusted 
Thinly by a one night’s frost; 

But the nimble Hare hath trusted 
«To the ice, and safely crost; 



226 roms OF s^TiHsorT ai^d beflec^on. 

She hath crost, and without heed 
An are following at full speed, 

When, lo! the ice, so thinly spread, 

Breaks—^and the greyhound, Dabt, is oveivhead! 

Better fate have and Swallow— 

See them cleaving to the sport! 

Music has no he?trt to follow. 

Little Music, she stops short. 

She hath neither wish nor heart, 

Hers is now another part: 

A loving creature she, and brave! 

And fondly strives her struggling fnend to save. 

Prom the brink her paws she stretches. 

Very hands as you would say! 

And afflicting moans she fetches, 

As he breaks the ice away. 

Por lierself she hath no feiprs,— 

Him, alone she sees and hears,— 

Makes efforts with complainings; nor gives o’er 
Until her fellow sinks to rc-appear no more. 

1806. 


xvnr. 

TRIBUTE 

TO THE IIEMO&T OF THE SAME DOG. 

Lib here, without a record of thy worth, 
Beiieath a covering of the common earth! 

It is not fron^ unwillingness to praise, 

Or want of love, that here no Stone we raise; , 
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More thou deserv’st; but this mau gives to man,. 
Brother to brother, this is ail we con. 

Tet they to whom thy virtues made thee dear 
Shall find thee through all changes of the year; 

This Oak pqmts out thy r,rave; the silent tree 
Will gladly stand a monument of thee. 

We grieved for thco, and wished thy end were past; 
And willingly have laid thee here at last: 

Por thou hadst lived till every thing that cheers 
In thee had yielded to the weight of years; 

Extreme old age had wasted thee away, 

And left thee but a glimmering of the day; 

Thy ears were deaf, and feeble were thy knees,— 

I saw thee stagger in the summer breeze, 

Too weak to stand agUinst its sportive breath, 

And ready for the gentlpst stroke of death. 

It came, and we were glad ; yet tears were shed; 
Both’man and woman wept when thou weii; dead; 
iXot only for a thousand thoughts that were, 

Old household thoughts, in which thou hadst thy share; 
But for some precious boons vouchsafed to thee, 
Pound scarcely any where in like degree! 

Por love, that comes wherever life and sense 
Are given by God, in thee was most intense; 

A chain of heart, a feeling of the mind, 

A tender sympathy, which did thee bind 
Not only to us Men, but to thy Kind: 

Yea, for thy fellow-brutes in thee we saw 
A soul of love, love’s intellectual law;— 

Hence, if we wept, it was not done in shame; 

Our tears i^m passion and from reason came. 

And, therefore, shalt thou he an honoured name! 

1806. 
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ZIX. 

FIDELliT. 

B young man death gave occasion to this poem was 

named Charles Gmigh, and liad como early in the spring to 
Paterdalo for the sake of angling. While attempting to cioss 
over Helvelljn to Grasmere he slipped from a steep part of the 
rock where the ice was not thawed, and perished. His body 
was discovered as is told in this poem. Walter Scott heard of 
the accident, and both he and I, without ei thereof us knowing 
that the other had taken up the subject, each wrote a poem in 
admiration of tbe dog's fidelity. His contains a most l^utiful 
stanza:— 

** How long didst thou think that his silence was slumber, 

Whou the wind waved his garment how oft didst thou start.** 

I will add that the sentiment in the last four lines of the last 
stanza in my verses was uttered by a shepherd with such 
exactness, that a traveller, who afterw'ards reported his account 
in print, was induced to question the man whether he had reiid 
them, which he had not.J 

A SABKiNG sound tLe Shepherd hears, 

A cry as of a dog or fox; 

He halts—and searches with his eyes 
Among the scattered rocks: 

And now at distance can discern 
A stirring in a brake of fern; 

And instantly a dog is seen, 

Olancing through that covert green. 

Hog is not of mountain breed; 

Its iBotions, too, are wild and shy; 

With something, as the l^hepherd thU^s^ 
Unusual in its cry: 
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Kor ia t'nere any one in eight 
All round, in hollow or on height; 

Nor shout, nor whistle strikes his ear; 

"What is the creature doing here ? 

*> 

It was a cove, a huge recess, 

That keeps, till June, Decenib^.r’s snow; 

A. lofty precipice in front, 

A silent tarn * below! 

Tar in the bosom of H elvellyn, 

Kemote from public road or dwelling, 
Pathway, or cultivated land; 

Trom trace of human foot or hand. 

Tliere sometimes doth a leaping fish 
Send through the^tarn a lonely cheer; 

The crags repeat the raven’s croak, , 

In symphony austere; * 

Thither the rainbow comes—^the cloud— 

And mists tliat spread the flying shroud; 

And sunbeams ; and the sounding blast. 

That, if it could, would hurry past; 

But that enormous barrier holds it fast. 

Not free from boding thoughts, a while 
The Shepherd stood; then makes his way 
O’er rocks and stones, following the Bog 
As quickly as he may; 

Nor far had gone before he found 
A human skeleton on the ground; 

The appalled Discoverer with a sigh 
liooks round, to learn the history. 

* Tam tfl a maU Here or Lake, mostly kisk up iu the mountaluiL 
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Prom those abrupt and perilous rocks 
The Man had iallen, that place of fear! 

At length upon the Shepherd’s mind 
It breaks, and all is clear: 

He instantly recalled t)|e name, 

And who he was, and whence he came; 
Remembered, too, the very day 
On which the Traveller passed this way. 

But hear a wonder, for whose sake 
This lamentable tale 1 tell! 

A lasting monument of words 
This wonder merits well. 

The Hog, which still was hovering nigh, 
Repeating the same timid cry, 

This Hog, had been through three months* space 
A dweller in that savage place. 

Yes, proof was plain that, since the day 
"When this ill-fated Traveller died, 

The Hog had watched about the spot, 

Or by his master’s side: 

How nourished here through such long time 
He knows, who gave that love sublime; 

And gave that strength of feeling, great 
Above all human estimate! 


1S05. ' 
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XX. 

ODE T I DUTY. 

[This Odo is on tlie model of Gray’s Ode to Adversity, vrhieh in 
copied from Horace's Ode to Fortune. Many and many a time 
have I been twitted by my wife and sister fur havin^f fox^gotten 
this dedication of myself to tlio stern law-givci. Transgressor 
indeed 1 have been, from hour to Lour, from day to day: I 
would fain hope however, not more flagrantly or in a worse way 
than most of my tuneful brethren. Hut these last words are 
in a wrong'striun. We should be rigorous to ourselves and 
forbearing, if not indulgent, to others, and, if we make com¬ 
parisons at all, it ought to be with those who have morally 
excelled ns.] 

*Jam non consilio bonus, sed more eo pcrductus, ut non tantom 
reetd facere pcssim, sed nisi recto faccre non possim.’ 

STEBir DauglAer of the Voice of Q-odl 
O Duty! if that name thou love 
"Who art a light to guide, a rod 
To check the erring, and reprove; 

Thou, who art victory and law 
When empty terrors overawe; 

Prom vain temptations dost set free; 

And calm’st the weary strife of frail humanity! 

There are who ask not if thine eye 
Be on them ; who, in love and truth, 

Where no misgiving is, rely 
Upon the genial sense of youth: 

Glad Hearts! without reproach or blot; 

Who do thy work, and know it not; 

Oh! if through confidence misplaced [cast. 

They fail, thy saving arms, dread Power! around them 
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fierene will be oar days and bright, 

And happy will our nature be. 

When love is an unerring light, 

And joy its own security. 

And they a blissful course xnay hold 
Even now, who, not unwisftly bold, 

Live in the spij^^'t of this creed ; 

Yet seek thy firm support, according to their need. 

I, loving freedom, and untried; 

Ko sport of every random gust, 

Yet being to myeelf a guide. 

Too blindly have reposed my trust: 

And oft, when in my heart was heard 
Thy timely mandate, I deferred , 

The task, in smoother walks io stray; 

But thee I now would serve more strictly, if I may, 


Through no disturbance of my soul, 

Cbr strong compunction in me wrought, 

I supplicate for thy control; 

But in the quietness of thought: 

He this unchartered freedom tires ; 

I feel the weight of chance-desires: 

My hopes no more must change their name, 
1 long" for a repose that ever is the same. 


Btm Lawgiver I yet thou dost wear 
Gt>dhead*B most benignant grace; 
ITor know we any thing so fair 
As J» the smile upon thy face: 
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Plowers laugh before thee on their beds 
JVnd fragrance in thy footing treads; 

Thou dost preserve the stars from wrong; 

And the most ancient heavens, through Thee, are 
fresh and strong, j 

9 

To humbler functions, awful Power! 

1 call llice : I myself comnieud 
TJnto thy guidance from this hour; 

Oh, let my weakness have an end! 

Give unto m<^, made lowly wise, 

The Bj)irit of self-sacrifice ; 

The confidence of reason give; 

And in the light of truth thy Bondman let me live! 

1805. 


XXI. 

CHARACTER OF THE HAPPY WARRIOR. 

[Tax course of tlie great war with the French naturallj fixed 
one's attention upon the military character, and, to the honour 
of our Country, there were many illustiious ^instances of the 
qualities that constitute its highest exoolloncc. Lord Nelson 
carried most of the virtues that the trials he was exposed 
to in his depaiiment of the service necessoiily call forth and 
sustain, if they do not produco the contrary vices. But his 
public life was stained -viith one great ciime, so that, though 
many passages of these lines were suggested by what was 
generally known as cxoelleut in his conduct, I have not 
been able to connect his name with the poem as I could 
wish, or even to think of him with satisfaction in reference 
to the idea of what a warrior ought to be. For the sake of 
such of my friends as may hapiien to read this note I will 
add, that many elements of the character here pourtraysd 
were found in my brother John, who perished by shipwree):, 
as mentioned elsewhere. His messmates used to call him the 
Philosopher, from which it must be inferred that the quA- 
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litles and dispositions I allude to liad not escaped their notice. 
He often expressed his regret, after the war had continued 
some time, that he had not chosen the Naval, instead of the 
Bast India Company’s, service, to which his fomily connexion 
had led him. He greatly valued moral and religious instruC' 
tion for youth, as tending do make good sailors. The best, 
he used to say, came from ^Gotland; the next to them, from 
the North of England, especially from Westmorland and Cum¬ 
berland, w'here, thanks to the ])icty and local attachments of 
our ancestors,•^endowed, or, as they are commonly called, free, 
schools abound.] 

Who is the happy Warrior ? Who is he 
That every man in arms should wish to,be ? 

—It is the generous Spirit, who, when brought 
Among the tasks of real life, hath wrought 
Upon the plan that pleased his boyish thought: 
WTiose high endeavours are an inward light 
That makes the path before him always bright; 

Who, with a natural instinct to diacerjg. 

What knowledge can perform, is diligent to learn j 
Abides by this resolve, and stdps not there, 

But makes his moral being his prime care; 

•Who, doomed to go in company with Pain, 

And Pear, and Bloodshed, miserable train ! 

Turns his necessity to glorious gain; 

In face of these doth exercise a power 
Which is our human nature’s highest dower; 

Controls them and subdues, transmutes, bereaves 
Of their bad influence, and their good receives; 

By objects, which might force the soul to abate 
Her feeling, rendered more compassionate; 

Is placable—because occasions rise 
Bo often that demand such sacrifice; 

More skilful in self-knowledge, even more pure, 

A# tempted more; more able to endure, 
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As more exposed to suffering and distress; 

Tbence, also, more alive to tenderness. 

—^’Tis lie whose law is reason; who depends 
Upon that law as on the best of friends; 

'Whence, in a state where m- n are tetipted still 
To evil for a guard against worse ill, 

And what in quality or act is best 
Doth seldom on a right foundation rest, 

He labours good on good to fix, and owes 
To virtue every triumph that he knows : 

—Who, if he r^se to station of command, 

Hises by open means; and there will stand 
On honourable terms, or else retire, 

And in himself possess his own desire ; 

"Who comprehends his trust, and to tho same 
Keeps faithful with a singleness of aim; 

And therefore clpes not stoop, nor lie in wait 
'For waedth, or honours, or for worldly state; 

Whom they must follow; on whose head must fall, 
Like showers of manna, if they come at all: 

Whose powers shed round him in the common strife^ 
Or mild concerns of ordinary life, 

A constant influence, a peculiar grace; 

But who, if he be called upon to face 

Some awful moment to which Heaven has joined 

Great issues, good or bad for human kind, 

1b happy as a Lover; and attired 

With sudden brightness, like a Man inspired; 

And, through the heat of conflict, keeps the law 
In calmness made, and sees what he foresaw; 

Or if an unexpected call succeed, 

Come when it will, is equal to the need: 
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-^He wlio, though thus endued as with a sense 
And faculty for storm and turbulence, 

Is yet a Soul whose master-bias leans 
To homefelt pleasures and to gentle scenes; . 

Sweet images ! which, 'v^eresoe’er he be. 

Are at his heart; and such fidelity 
It is his darlkig passion to approve; 

More brave for this, that he hath much to love:— 
*Tis, finally, the Man, who, lifted high, 
Conspicuous object in a Kation’s eye, 

Or left unthought-of in obscurity,— 

Who, with a toward or untoward lot, 

Prosperous or adverse, to his wish or not— 

Plays, in the many games of life, that one 
Where what he most doth value must bo won; 
Whom neither shape of danger can*dismay, 

Nor thought of tender happiness betray; 

Who, n©t content that former worth stand fust, 
.Looks forward, persevering to the last, 

From well to better, daily self-surpast: 

Who, whether praise of him must walk the earth 
For ever, and to noble deeds give birth, 

Or he must fall, to sleep without his fame. 

And leave a dead unprofitable name— 

Finds comfort in himself and in his cause; 

And, while the mortal mist is gathering, draws 
His breath in confidence of Heaven’s applause: 
This is the happy Warrior; this is He 
That every Man in arms should wish to be. 
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XXII. 

THE FORCE OF‘ PRATER »; 


OR, 


THE FOUNDING OF DOLTON miORr. 

A TRADITTOJr. 

[Ah Appendage to tl*e “AA’^liitc Doe.” My friend, Mr. Bogors, 
has also written on the suhject. The story is presen'ed in 
Dr. Whitaker’s History ol' Craven—^a topographical writer of 
first-rate merit in all that couoems the i^ast; but such was 
his aversion from the modern spirit, as sliown in the spread 
of manufactories in those districts of which he treats, that 
his readers are leA entirely Ignorant both of the progi'ess of 
these arts and tl cir real besSi'ing upon the comfoii;, virtues, 
and happiness of the inhabitants. While w'andering on foot 
througb" the fertile valleys and over the moorlands of the 
Apeunine that divides Yorkshire from Lancasliire, I used to 
be delighted with observing the number of substantial cottages 
that had sprung up on every side, each having its little plot 
of fertile ground won from the surrounding waste. A bright 
and warm fire, if needed, was always to he found in these 
dwellings. The father was at his loom ; the children looked 
healthy and happy. Is it not to be feared that the increase 
of mechanic power has done away with many of these bless¬ 
ings, and substituted many evils ? Alas 1 if these evils grow, 
how are they to be checked, and where is the remedy to be 
found 1 PolitLcal economy will not supply it; that is certain: 
we^must look to something deeper, purer, and higher.] 

** ur goot} for a boolltffs bnu ? 

With these dgrk words begins my Tale; 

iAnd their meaning is, whence can comfort spring 

When Prayer is of no avail ? 


* 8«e the White Doe of Dylstono. 



28 S 


POEMS OF BENTIMESrr AMD DEFLEOTIOM. 


** Wfiat ia goolf for a bootle^d ]&ene P ’* 

The Palconer to the Lady said; 

And she mode answer “ eitdless soeeow ! 

Por she knew that her Son was dead. 

She knew it by the Palconer’s words, 

And from theJook of the Falconer’s eye ; 

And from the love which was in her soul 
For her youthful Eomilly. 

—^Toung Eomilly through Earden wogds 
Is ranging high and low; 

And holds a greyhound in a leash, 

To let sHp upon buck or doe. 

The pair have reached that fearful chasm, 

How tempting to bestride f 
For lo^d^y Wharf is there pent in 
With rocks on either side. • 

- This striding-place is called The Steid, 

A name which it took of yore: 

A thousand years hath it borne that name. 

And shall a thousand more. 

And hither is young Eomilly come, 

And what may now forbid 

That he, perhaps for the hundredth time, 

Shall bound across The Steid ? 

He sprang in glee,—for what cared he 

That the rirer was strong, and the rocks were steep 

But the greyhound in the leash hung back, 

And checked him in his leap. 
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The Boy is’ia the arms of Wharf, 

And strangled by a merciless force; 

Bor never more was young Bomilly seen 
Till he rose a lifeless corse. 

Now there is stillness in the vale, 

And long, unspeaking, sorrow; 

Wharf shall be to pitying hearts 
A name more sad than Yarrow. 

If for a lover the Lady wept, 

A solace Slic might borrow 

From death, and from the passion of death 5 — 

Old Wharf might heal her sorrow. 

She weeps not for the wedding-day 
Which was to be to-Morrow: 

Her hope^as a further-looking hope. 

And hers is a motJ;ier*s sorrow. 

He was a tree that stood alone, 

And proudly did its branches wave; 

And the root of this delightful tree 
Was in her husband’s grave! 

Long, long in darkness did sbe sit. 

And her first words were, “ Let there be 
In Bolton, on the field of Wharf, 

A stately Priory! ** 

The stately Priory was reared; 

And Wharf, as he moved along, 

To matins joined a mournful voice, 

Nor failed at even-song- 
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And the Lady prayed in heaviness 
That looked not for relief! 

But slowly did her succour come, 

And a patience to her grief. 

Oh! there is never sorrow of heart 
That bUsjH lack a timely end, 

If but to Grod we turn, and ask 
Of Him to be our friend! 

1808. 


XXIII. 

A FACT, AND AN IMAGINATION; 

OB, 

CANUTE AND ALFHEU, ON THE bEA-SHORB. 

£The first and last fourteen lines of this pnem each make a sonnet, 
and veT-e composed as such ; but 1 thougltt that by inter¬ 
mediate lines they might be connected so as to make a whole. 
One or two expressions are taken from Milton's History of 
England.] 

The Danish Conqueror, on his royal chair, 

Mustering a face of haughty sovereignty, 

To aid a covert purpose, cried—“ O ye 
Approaching Waters of the deep, that share 
With this green isle my fortunes, come not where 
Tour Master’s throne is set.”—Deaf was the Sea.; 
JBEer waves rolled on, respecting his decree 
Less than they heed a breath of wanton air. 

—Then Canute, rising from the invaded throne, 

6 iiid to his servile Courtiers,—“ Poor the reach, 
tPie undisguised extent, of mortal sway! 

He only is a ^ng, and he alone 

♦1 # 
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DeserreB the name (this truth the billows preach) 
'Whose everlasting laws, sea, earth, and heaven, obey.*' 
This just reproof the prosperous Dane 
Drew, from the influx of the main, 

Por some whose rugged northern mouths would strain 
At oriental flattery; 

And Canute (fact more worthy to be krown) 

From that time forth did for his brows disown 
The ostentatious symbol of a crown; 

Esteeming earthly royalty 
Contemptible as vain. 

Now hear what one of elder days, 

Kich theme of England’s fondest praise, 

Her darling Alfred, might have spoken; 

To cheer the remnant of his host 
When he was driven from gpast to coast. 

Distressed and harassed, but with mind unbroken: 

“ My faithful followers, lo! the tide is spent 
That rose, and steadily advanced to fill 
The shores and channels, working Nature’s will 
Among the mazy streams that backward went, 

And in the sluggish pools where ships are pent: 

And now, his task performed, the fiood stands still, 

At the green base of many an inland hill, 

In placid beauty and sublime content! 

Such the repose that sage and hero find; 

Such measured rest the sedulous and good 
Of humbler name; whose souls do, like the flood 
Of Ocean, press right on; or gently wind. 

Neither to be diverted nor withstood, 

Until they reach the bounds by Heaven assigned.” 

ISIS. 


vewu tv. 


B 
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xxrr. 

TO DORA. 

[Tbf. complaint ii my eyes which gave occasion to this address to 
xny daughter first showed itself iis a consequence of infiamma- 
tion, caught at the top of Eirkstone, when 1 was over-heated 
hy having carried up the ascent my eldest son, a lusty infant. 
Frequently has the disease recurred since, leaving my eyes in a 
state which has often prevented my reading for months, and 
makes me at this day incapable of bearing 'without injury any 
strong light by day or night. My acquaintance wi^ books 
has ^erefore been far short of my wishes; and on this 
account, to acknowledge the services doily and hourly done me 
by my &tnily and friends, this note is written.] 

* A. LITTLE onward lend ihy yuiding hand 
To these dark steps, a little further on ! * 
^^What^trick of memory to my voice hath brought 
^]mis mouruful iteration ? Ftfr though Time, 

Th\ Conqueror, crowns the Conquered, on this brow 
Planning his favourite silver diadem, 

Nor Wa minister of his—intent 

To run enrolled me yet, 

Though n^ unmenaced, among those who lean 
TJpon a livw^ staff, with borrowed sight. 

_0 my ow\ Dora, my helovfed child! 

Should that come—but hark ! the birds salute 

The cheerful d^wn, brightening for me the east ; 

T’or me, thy natt^ral leader, once again 
Impatient to co^i^ct thee, not as erst 
A tottering infant,r^pliant stoop 
IVom flower to flowV mori^o*^ed; but to curb 
Tby uymph-like stepi^lone ^t^unding o er "tb^ lawn. 
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Along tHe loose rocks, fir the slippery verge 
, Of foaming torrents.—From thy orisons 
Gome forth; and, while the morning air is yet 
Transparent as the soul of innocent youth. 

Let me, thy happy guide, now point thy way. 

And now precede thee, winding to and f»'a, 

Till we by perseverance gam the top 
Of some smooth ridge, w liose brink precipitous 
Kindles intense de&iie for powers vvithhcld 
From this corporeal frame ; \v hereon who stands, 

Is seized with strong incitement to push forth 
His arms, as sw iminers use,and plunge—dread thought, 
For pastime plunge—into the ‘ abrupt abyss,’ 

Where ravens spread their plumy vans, at ease! 

And yet more gladly thee would I conduct 
Through wood and spacious forests,—^to behold 
There, how the Original of human art. 
Heaven-prompted Nature, measures and erects 
Her temples, fearless for the stately work, 

Though waves, to every breeze, its high-arched roof, 
And storms the pilhir-it rock. But wc such schools 
Of reverential awe will chiefly seek 
In the still summer noon, while beams of light, 
Heposing here, and m the aisles beyond 
Traceably gliding through the dusk, retial 
To mind the livmg presences of nuns; 

A gentle, pensive, white-robod sisterhood, 

WThose saintly radiance mitigates the gloom 
Of those terrestrial fabrics, where they serve. 

To Christ, tho Bun of righteousness, espoused. 

Now a<Bo shall the page of classic lore, 

To these glad eyes from bondage freed, again 
Lie open; and the book of Holy Writ, 

a2 
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Again unfolded, passage dear shall jrield 
To hdghts more glorious still, and into shades 
More awful, where, advancing hand in hand, 

We may be taught, O Darling of my care ! 

To calm the affections, elevate the soul, 

And consecrate our lives to truth and love. 

1816. 


XXV. 

ODE TO LYCORIS. 

May, 1817. 

(Ths diacenung reader—who ia aware that in the poem of Ellen 
Irwin 1 was desirous of thruwiug the reader at once out of 
the old ballad, so as if possible, to preclude a comparison 
between that mode of dealing with the subject and the mode I 
meant to adopt—may here perhaps penseive that t.hifi poem 
originated in the four last ^ues of the first stanza. Those 
sp^a of snow, reflected in the lake and st transferred, as it 
were, 4o the subaqueous sky, reminded me of the swans which 
the fancy of the ancient classic posts yoked to the cor of Venus. 
Hence the tenor of the whole first* stanza, and the name of 
Lycoris, which—with some readers who think my theology and 
ohusical allusion too far-fetcbed and therefore more or less 
unnatural and affected—^will tend to nnrealise the sentiment 
that pervades these verses. But snrely one who has written 
flo much in verse as I have done may be allowed to retrace 
his steps in the regions of fancy which delighted him in his 
boyhocri, when he first became acquainted with ihe Greek and 
Roman Poets. Before I read Yir^ I was so strongly attached 
to Ovid, whoso Metamorphoses I read at school, that I was 
qnite in a passion whenever I found him, in books of critidsm, 
placed below Virgil. As to Homer, I was never weary of 
travelling over the scenes through which he led me. Classical 
literature affected me by its own beauty. But the troths oi 
ncriptnre having been entrusted to the dead languages, and 
these fountains having been reoently laid open at the Beforma- 
rion, an impoitance and a sanctity were at ^at period 
to elassioal literature that extended, as is obvious ia Milt(m*s 
loreidas for example, both to its spirit and form in a 
degree that can never be revived. Ko doubt the hao^ied,aind 
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lifeless use into wbioL mythology fell towards the dose of tha 
17th century, imd which coutinned through the 18th, dis¬ 
gusted the general reader with all allnsion to it in modem 
verse ; and though, in deference to this disgust, and also in a 
measure participating in it, 1 abstained in my earlier writingB 
from all introduction of pagan fatble, surely, even in its humble 
form, it may ally itself with real sentiment, as I can truly 
affirm it did in the present case.] 


1 . 

An age bath been when Earth was proud 
Of lustre too intense 
To be sustained ; and Mortals bowed 
The froni in self-defence. 

Who ihen^ if Dian’s crescent gleamed. 

Or Cupid*s sparkling arrow streamed 
Whiie on the wing the TJrchin played, 
Could fearlessly approach the shade ? 

—^Enough for one soft vernal day, 

If I, a bard of ebbing time, 

And nurtured in p. fickle clime, 

May haunt this horned bay; 

Whose amorous water multiplies 
The flitting halcyon*a vivid dyes; 

And smooths her liquid breast—to show 
These swan-like specks of mountain snow, 
White as the pair that slid along the plains 
Of heaven, when Venus held the reins! 


zi. 

In youth we love the darksome lawn 
Brushed by the owlet’s wing; 

Then, Twilight is preferred to Dawn, 
And Autumn to the Spring. 

Sad fancies do we then affect. 

In loxutyr of disrespect 
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To our own prodigal excess 
Of too familiar happiness. 

Lycoris (if such name befit 
Thee, thee my life’s celestial wgn!) 

When Nature marks the year’s decline, 

• Be ours to welcome it; 

Pleased with the harvest hope that runs 
Before the path of milder suns; 

Pleased while the sylvan w'oild displays 
Its ripeness to the feeding gaze; 

Pleased when the sullen winds re&ounJ the knell 
Of the resplendent miracle. 

in. 

But something whispers to my heart 
That, as we downw^ard tend, 

Lycoris! life requires an art 
To which our souls must ])en^ ; 

A skill—to balance and supply ; 

And, ere the flowing fount be dry, 

As soon it must, a sense to sip, 

Or drink, w’ith no fistidioiis hj). 

Then welcome, above all, the Guest 
Whose smiles, diflused o’er land and sea. 

Seem to recal the Deity 
Of youth into the breast: 

May pensive A utumii ne’er present 
A claim to her disparagement! 

While hloBBoms aud the budding spray 
Inspire us in our ow n decay; 

Still, as wo nearer draw to life’s dark goal, 

Be hopeful Spring the favourite of the Soul! 
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XXVI. 

TO THE SAME. 

[Tezs as well as ihe preceding and iLe two that foUow were 
composed in front of llydal Mount and during ray walks in 
the neighbourhood. Nine-tenths of my verses have been 
murmured out in the open air : and here let me repeat what 1 
believe has already appeared in print. One day a stranger 
having walked round the garden and grounds of Bydal Mount 
adted one of the female servants, who happened to be at the 
door, permission to see her mustei^s study. “ This," said she, 
leading him forward, *‘is my master^s library where he keeps 
his broks, but his study is out of doors." After a long 
absence from home it has more than once happened that some 
one of my cottage neighbours lias said—"Well, there he is; wo 
are glad to hear him hooing about again." Once more in 
excuse for so much egotism let me say, these notes are written 
for my familiar friends, and at their earnest request. Another 
time a gentleman whom James had conducted through the 
grounds asked him what kind of plants throve best there : 
after a little considcratio*^ ho answei’ed—" Laurels.'* *‘That 
is," said the stranger, " as it should bo ; don’t yon know that 
the laurel is the emblem of poetry, and that poets used on 
public occasions to be crowned with it." James stared when 
the question was first put, but was doubtless much pleased 
with the information.] 

Enough of climbing toil!—Ambition treads 
Here^ as ^mid busier scenes, ground steep and rough. 
Or slippery even to peril 1 and each step, 

As we for most uncertain recompence 
Hount toward the empire of tbe fickle clouds, 

Eacb weary step, dwarfing the world below, 

Induces, for its old familiar sights, 

XJnaoceptable feelings of contempt, 

With wonder mixed—^that Man could e’er be tied. 

In anxious bondage, to such nice array 
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And formal fellowsbip of petty things! 

—Oh J *tis the heart that magnifies this life, 

Making a truth and beauty of her own; 

And moss-grown alleys, circumscribing shades, 

And gurgling rills, assist her in the work 
More efficaciously than realms outspread. 

As in a map, before the adventurer’s gaze— 

Ocean and Earth contending for regard. 

The umbrageous woods are left—how far beneath! 
But lo! where darkness seems to guard the mouth 
Of yon wild cave, whose jagged brows arj fringed 
With flaccid threads of ivy, in the still 
And sultry air, depending motionless. 

Yet cool the space within, and not uncheered 
(As whoso enters shall ere long perceive) 

By stealthy influx of the timid day • 

Mingling with night, such twilight to compose 
As Numa ^oved; when, in the Egerian grot. 

Prom the sago Nymph appearing at his wish, 

He gained whate’er a regal mind might ask, 

Or need, of counsel breathed through lips divine. 

Long as the heat shall rage, let that dim cave 
Protect us*, there deciphering as we may 
Hiluvian records; or the sighs of Earth 
Interpreting; or counting for old Time 
His minutes, by reiterated drops, 

Audible tears, from some invisible source 
That deepens upon fancy—more and more 
Drawn toward the centre whence those sighs creep forth 
To awe the lightness of humanity: 

Or, shutting up thyself within thyself, 

There let me see thee sink into a mood 
Of gentler thought, protracted till thine eye 
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Be eslm as water when the winds are gone, 

^nd no one can tell whither. Dearest Friend! 

We too have known such happy hours together 
That, were power granted to replace them (fetched 
From out the pensive shadows where they lie) 

In the first warmth of their original sunshine, 

Loth should I he to use it: passing sweet 
Are the domains of tender memory! 

1817. 


XXVII. 

SEPTEMBER, 1319. 

The sylvan slopes with corn-clad fields 
Are hung, as if with golden shields, 
Bright trophies of the sun! 

Like a Mr sister of the sky, 

IJnrufiled doth the blue lake lie, 

The mountains looking on. 

And, sooth to say, yon vocal grove, 
Albeit uninspired by love, 

By love untaught to ring. 

May well afibrd to mortal ear 
An impulse more profoundly dear 
Than music of the Spring. 

For that from turbulence and heat 
Proceeds, from some uneasy seat 
In nature’s struggling frame, 

Some region of impatient life: 

And jealousy, and quivering strife. 
Therein a portion claim. 
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This, this is hoij;—awhile I hear 
These vespers of another year, 

This hymn of thanks and praise, 

My spirit seems to mount above 
The anxieties of human love. 

And earth’s precarious days. 

But list!—though winter storms be nigh, 
TJncheckcd is that soft harmony: 

There lives Who can provide 
For all his creatures; and in Him, 

Bven like the radiant Seraphim, 

These choristers confide. 


xxviir. 

UPON THE SAME OCCASION. 

Bepabtino summer hath assumed 
An aspect tenderly illumed. 

The gentlest look of spring; 

That calls from yonder leaiy shade 
Unfaded, yet prepared to fade, 

A timely caroUing. 

No faint and hesitating trill, 

Such tribute as to winter chill 
The lonely redbreast pays! 

Clear, loud, and lively is the din. 
From social warblers gathering in 
Their harvest of sweet lays. 
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Nor doth the example fail to cheer 
Me, conscious that my leaf is sere, 

And yeUow on the bough:— 

Pall, rosy garlands, from my head! 

Ye myrtle wreaths, your fragrance shed 
Around a younger brow ! 

Yet will I temperately rejoice ; 

Wide is the range, and free the choice 
Of undiscordant themes; 

Wliich, haply, kindred souls inay prize 
Not less than vernal ecstasies, 

And passion’s fevcrisli dreams. 

Por deathless powers to verse belong, 
And they like Demi-gods arc strong 
On whom the Muses'^smile; 

But somo their function have disclaimed. 
Best pleased witl\ what is aptliost framed 
To enervate and defile. 

Not such the initiatory strains 
Committed to the silent plains 
In Britain’s earliest dawn : 

Trembled the groves, the stars grew palo, 
While all-too-darmgly the veil 
Of nature was withdrawn! 

Nor such the spirit-stirring note 
When the live chords Alcssus smote. 
Inflamed by sense of wrong; 

Woe! woe to Tyrants! from the lyre 
Broke threateningly, in sparkles dire 
Of flerce vindictive song. 



^52 PaElIB OF SEKTltfESrr AND BEFlf^CnON. 

And not imhallowed was the page 
By winged liove inscribed, to assuage 
The pangs of vain pursuit; 
liOve listening while the Lesbian Maid 
. With finest touch of passion swayed 
Her own ^oHau lute. 

O ye, who patiently explore 
The wreck of Herculanean lore. 

What rapture! could ye seize 
Some Theban fragment, or unroll 
One precious, tender-hearted, scroll 
Of pure Simonides. 

That were, indeed, a genuine birth 
Of poesy ; a bursting forth 
Of genius from the dust: 

What Horace gloried to behold, 

What Maro loved, shall we enibld ? 

Can haughty Time be just! 

1S19. 


ZXTZ. 

MEMOKY. 

A PEN—to register; a key— 
That winds through secret wards; 
Are well assigned to Memory 
By allegoric Bards. 
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As aptly, also, might he given 
A Pencil to her hand; 

That, softening objects, sometimes even 
Outstrips the heart’s demand; 

That smoothes foregone distress, the lines 
Of lingering care subdues, 

Ijong-vanished happiness refines. 

And clothes in brighter iiues ; 

Yet, like p. tool of Pancy, works 
Those Spectres to dilate 
That startle Conscience, as she lurks 
Within her lonely seat. 

O! that ouir lives, whjch flee so fast. 

In purity were such. 

That not an image of the past 
Should fear that p'bncil’s touch! 

IRetirement then might hourly look 
Upon a soothing scene, 

Age steal to his allotted nook 
Contented and serene; 

With heart as calm as lakes that sleep. 

In frosty moonlight glistening; 

Or mountain rivers, where they creep 
Along a channel smooth and deep. 

To their own far>oif murmurs listening. 
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[This Iawd is the sloping one a])proaching the kitchen-garden, and 
was mode out of it. llundtcds of times hare 1 watched the 
dancing of slbadows amid a ]ircss of suu&hine^ and other beau¬ 
tiful appearances of liuht and shade, flowers and shrubs. What 
a contrast between iliis and the cabbages and onions and 
carrots tbat used to grow there on a piece of ugly-shaped* 
unsightly ground ! No rc4ectiou however cither upon cabbages 
or onions; tho latter we know weie worshipped, by 
Egyptians, and be must have a poor eye &>r beauty who has 
not observed bow much of it theic is in the form and colour 
which cabbages and plants of that geuiis exhibit through the 
various stages of their growth and decay. A richer display of 
colour in vegetable nature can scarcely be conceived than 
Coleridge, my Sister, and I saw in a bed of potatoe-plants in 
blossom near a hut upon the moor between Inversneyd and 
Loch Katrine. These blo^ioms wera of such extraordinary 
beauty and richness tbat no one could have passed them with¬ 
out police. But the sen^e must be cultivated through the 
mind before we can perceive these inexhaustible treasures of 
Bature, for such they really ai^ without the least necossaxy 
reference to the utility of her pioductions, or even to the laws 
whereupon, as we learn by research, they are dependent. Some 
are of opinion that the habit of analysing, decomposmg and 
anatomising is inevitably unfavourable to the peroeptien of 
beauty. People are led into this mistake by overlooking the 
fact that such processes being to a certain extent within the 
reach of a limited intellect, we are apt to a.scribe to them that 
insensibility of which they are in truth the effect and not tho 
cause. Admiration and love, to which all knowledge truly 
vital must tend, aro felt by men of real genius in proportion as 
their discoveries in natural Philosophy are enlarged; and the 
beauty in form of a plant or an animal is not made less but 
more api>arcut as a whole by more accurate insight into its 
couatituont piujicrties aud powers. A Savant who isnotalac 
a poet in soul aud a religionist in heart is afeeble andunhapp;^ 
ereatnTe.J 

This Lawn, a carpet all alive 

With shadows flung from leaves —to strivo 
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In dance, amid a press 
Of Bimshine, an apt emblem yields 
Of Worldlings revelling in the fields 
Of strenuous idleness; 

Less quick the stir when tide and breeze 
Encounter, and to narrow seas ^ 

Eorbid a moment’s rest; 

The medley less when boreal Lights 
Glance to and fro, like aery Sprites 

To feats of arms addrest! 

* 

Tet, spite of all this eager strife, 

This ceaseless play, the genuine life 
That serves the stedfast hours. 

Is in the ^rass beneath, that grows 
Unheeded, and the laute repose 
^ Of sweetly-breathing fiowers. 

im 


TXTT. 

HUMANITY. 

{Thesb veraes and tbone entitled ^‘Liberty** were composed as one 
' ‘ piece which Mrs. Wordsworth complained of as unwieldy and 
iU'proportiOned; and accordingly it was divided into two on 
her judicious recommendation.] 

The fiocking'Stones, alluded to in the beginning of the following < 
verses, are supposed to have been us^ by our British ances¬ 
tors^ both for judicial and religious purposes. Such stonM are 
not uncommonly found, at this day, bo^ in Great Britiun and. 
in Ireland. 

What thougli the Accused, upon his own appeal 
To righteous Gods when man has ceased to feel, 
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Or at a doubling Judge’s stem command, 

Before tbe Stone of Poweb no longer standr- 
To take bis sentence from the balanced Block, 

As, at bis touch, it rocks, or seems to rock ; 
Though, in the depths of sunless groves, no more 
The Bruid'priest the hallowed Oak adore; 

Yet, for the Initiate, rocks and whispering trees 
Do still perform mysterious ofQces! 

And functions dwell in beast and bird tliat sway 
The reasoning mind, or with the fancy play, 
Inviting, at all seasons, ears and eyes 
To watch for undelusive auguries:— 

Not uninspired appear their simplest ways; 

Their voices mount symbolical of praise— 

To mix with hymns that Spirits make and hear; 
And to fallen man their innocence is dear. 
Bnraptured Art draws &om those sacred springs 
Streams that reflect the poetry of things! 

Where Christian Martyrs stand in hues portrayed. 
That, might a wish avail, would never fade; 

Borne in their hands tbe lily and the palm 
Shed round the altar a celestial calm ; 

There, too, behold the lamb and guileless dove 
Prest in the tenderness of virgin love 
To saintly bosoms !—Gllorious is the blinding 
Of right affections climbing or descending 
Along a scale of light and life, with cares 
Alternate; carrying holy thoughts and prayers 
Up to the sovereign seat of the Most High; 
Descending to the worm in charity; 

Dike those good Angels w'hom a dream of night 
Gave, in the fleld of Luz, to Jacob’s sight 
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All, 'while Tie slept, treadmg the pendent stairs* 
XSarthward or heavenward, radiant messengers. 

That, with a perfect will in one accord 
Of strict obedience, serve the Almighty Lord; 

And ■with nntired hiimilit)’^ forbore 

To speed their errand by tlio wings they wore. 

What a fair w^orld were ours f(jr verse to paint, 

If Power could live at ease ■with self-restraint- 
Opinion bow before the naked sense 
Of the great Vision,—faith in Providence; 

Merciful over all his creatures, just 
To the least particle of sentient dust; 

But, fixing by immutable decrees. 

Seedtime and harvest for his purposes! 

Then would be closed the restless oblique eye 
That looks for evil like a treacherous spy; 

Disputes woukl then relax, like stormy 'W'inds 
That into breezes sink ; impetuous minds 
By discipline endeavour to grow meek 
As Truth herself, \vhom tliey profess to seek. 

Then Genius, shunning fellowship with Pride, 
Would braid his golden locks at Wisdom’s sido y 
Love ebb and flow untroubled by caprice; 

And not alone harsh tyranny would cease, 

But unofiending creatures find release 
Prom qualified oppression, whose defence 
Bests on a hollow plea of recompence; 
Thought-tempered wrongs, for each humane respect 
Oft worse to bear, or deadlier in effect. 

Witness those glances of indignant scorn 
Prom some high-minded Slave, impelled to spurn 
The kindness that would make him less forlorn \ 
Teti*iv. s , 
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Or, if tlie Boul to bondage be subdued, 

His look of pitiable gratitude! 

Alas for tbee, bright Galaxy of Isles, 

Whose day departs in pomp, returns with smiles— 
To greet the flowers and fruitage of a land, 

As the sun mounts, by sea-hom breezes fanned; 

A land whose azure mountain-tops arc seats 
For Gods in council, whose green vales, retreats 
Fit for the shades of heroes, mingling there 
To breathe Elysian peace in upper air. 

Though cold as winter, gloomy as tli*» grave, 
Stone-walls a prisoner make, but not a slave. 

Shall man assume a property in man P 
Lay on the moral will a withering ban ? 

Shame that our laws at distance still ]>rotect 
Enormities, which they at home reject! 

‘ Slaves cannot breathe in England *—yot that boast* 
Is but a mockery ! when from coast to coast, 

Though fitiered slave be none, her floors and soil 
Groan underneath a weight of slavish toil, 

For the poor Many, measured out by rules 
Fetched with cupidity from heartless scliools, 

That to an Idol, falsely called ‘ the Wealth 
Of Nations,* sacrifice a People’s health. 

Body and mind and soul; a thirst so keen 
Is ever urging on the vast machine 
Of sleepless Labour, *mid whose dizzy wheels 
' Tho Power least prized is that which thinks and feels. 

Then, for the pastimes of this delicate age, 

Ahd all the heavy or light vassalage 
Which for their sakes vie fasten, os may suit 
Our varymg moods, ou human kind or brute. 
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* 

*Twere well in little, as in great, to pause, 

Lest Fancy trifle with eternal law’-s. 
iNot from his fellows only man may learn 
Bights to compare and duties to discern! 

All creatures and all objects, in degree, 

Are friends and patrons of humanity. 

There are to whom the garden, grovey and field. 
Perpetual lessons of forbearance yield; 

Who would not lightly violate the grace 
The lowliest fiower.possesses in its place; 

Nor shorten the sweet life, too fugitive, 

Which nothing less than Infinite Power could give. 

1829. 


SXXTT. 

The unremitting voice of nightly streams 
ThaJ; wastes so oft, we think, its tuneful powers, 

If neither soothing to the worm that gleams 
Through dewy grass, nor small birds hushed in bowers, 
Nor unto silent leaves and drowsy flowers,— 

That voice of unpretending harmony 

(For who what is shall measure by what seems 

To be, or not to be, 

Or tax high Heaven with prodigality ?) 

Wants not a healing influence that can creep 
Into the human breast, and mix with sleep 
To regulate the motion of our dreams 
For kindly issues—^as through every dime 
Was felt near murmuring brooks in earliest time; 

As at this day, the rudest swains who dwell 
Where torrents roar,'or hear the tinkling knell 
Of water^breaks, with grateful heart could tell. ^ ' 
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XXXIII. 

THOUGHT ON THE SEASONS. 

^Written at Rydal Mount.] 

Platteeed with promise of escape 
Prom every hurtful blast, 

Spring takes, 0 sprightly May! thjj shape, 
Her loveliest and her last. 

liesB fair is summer riding high 
In fierce solstitial power, 

Less fair than when a lQ;Qicnt sky^' 

Brings on her parting hour. 

ir 

When earth repays with golden sheaves 
The labours of the plough, 

And ripening fruits and forest leaves 
All brighten on the bough; 

Wbat pensive beauty autumn shows, 
Before she hears the sound 
Of winter rushing in, to close 
The emblematic round! 

Such be our Spring, our Summer such; 

So may our Autumn blond 
With hoary Winter, and Life touch, 
Through heaven-bom hope, her end! 
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ixxrv, 

TO -. 

UPOH TBS BISXH CS BEB FIBST-BORS Cn'’T.D, MABCBji 1833. 

i 

[WfiiTTEK at Moresliy Dear Wliitchaven, ^'hen I was ca a visit to 
XDj son, then lucumbcnt of tLat small living. Wlale I am dic¬ 
tating these notes to my friend, Miss Fenwick, January 24, 
1843, the child uj)on whose birth these verses were written is 
under my roof, and is of a disposition so promising that the 
wishes and prayers and prophecies which I then breathed forth 
in verse are, through God’s mercy, likely to he realised.] 

* Turn porro piter. ut srevis projcctus ab undis 
Navita, uudua humi jiicct, &c.’—LuciiETiua 


liTK’i a shipwrecked Sailor tost 
By rough weaves on a perilous coast, 
Lies the Babe, in helplessness 
And in tenderest nakedness, 

. Blung by labouring nature forth 
"Upon the mercies of the earth. 

Can its eyes beseech ?—no more 
Than the hands are free to implore : 
Voice but serves for one brief cry ; 
Plaint was it ? or prophecy 
Of sorrow that will surely come ? 
Omen of man’s grievous doom! 

But, O Mother! by the close 
Duly granted to thy throes; 

By the silent thanks, now tending 
Incense-like to Heaven, descending 
How to mingle and to move 
'With the gush of earthly love, 
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Asa debt to that frail Creature, 
Instrument of struggling Nature 
For the blissful calm, the peace 
Known but to this one release-— 

Can the pitying spirit doubt 
That for humau-kind springs out 
Kj^om trhe penalty a sense 
of more than mortal recompenco ? 

As a doating summer cloud, 

Though of gorgeous drapery proud. 

To the Bun-bunit traveller, 

' I 

Or the stooping labourer, 

Oft-times makes its bounty knovm 
By its shadow round him thrown ; 

So, by cheejuerings of sad cheer, 
Heavenly Guardiaipt, brooding near. 
Of their presence tell—too bright 
Paply for corporeal sight! 

Ministers of grace divine 
Peeliugly their brows incline 
O’er this seeming Castaway 
Breathing, in the liglit of day, 
Something like the faintest breatli 
That has power to baffle death— 
Beautiful, while very weakness 
Captivates like passive meekness. 

And, sweet Mother! under warrant 
Of the universal Parent, 

Who repays in season due 
Them who have, like thee, been true 
To the filial chain let down 
Prom his everlasting throne, 



Angels hovering round thy couch, 

With their softest whispers vouch, 

That—^whatever griefs may li’ct, 

Cares entangle, sins beset, 

This thy First-born, and with tears 
Stain her cheek in future years— 
Heavenly succour, not denied 
To the babe, n hate’er betide, 

Will to the woman be b applied! 

Mother! blest be i liy calm ease; 

Blest the siarry promises,— 

And the firmament benign 
HulloTived bo it, where they shine ! 

Yea, for them \»hose souls liave scope 
Ample for a winged hope, 

And can ^'arthward bend an car 
For needful listoning, pledge is here, 
That, it thy new -born Charge shall tread 
In thy footslejMj, and be led 
By that other Guide, whose light 
Of manly virtues, mildly bright, 

Qua e him first the wished-for part 
In thy gentle \irgiii heart; 

Then, amid the storms of life 
Presignified by that dread strife 
Whence ye have escaped together, 

She may look for serene wcatlicr; 

In all trials sure to find 
Comfort for a faithful mind; 

Kindlier issues, holier rest, 

Than even i?ow await her prest, 
Conscious Kursling, to thy breast I 
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THE WARNING. 

\ SEQUEL TO TQE FOREGOINa. 

[Thebe lines were composed during the fever spread through the 
Nation by the Reform Bill. As the motives which led to iliis 
measure, and the good or evil which has attended or has risen 
from it, will be duly appreciated by future historians, there is 
no call for dwelling on the subject in tliis phibe. I will content 
myself with saying that the then condition of the people's mind, 
is not, in these verses, exaggerated.] 

List, the winds of March are blowing; 

Her ground-flowers shrink, afraid showing 
Their meek heads to the hipping air, 

"Which ye feel not, happy pair! " 

Sunk into a kindly sleep. , 

We, meanwhile, our hope will keep ; 

And if Time leagued with adverse Change 
(Too busy fear!) shall cross its range. 

Whatsoever check they bring, 

Anxious duty hindering, 

To like hope our prayers will cling. 

Thus, while the ruminating spirit feeds 
iJpon the events of home as life proceeds, 
Aflections pure and holy iu their source 
Gain a fresh impulse, run a livelier course; 

Hopes that within the Father’s heart prevail, 

Are in the experienced Grandsire’s slow to fail ; 
And if the? harp pleased his gay youth, it rings 
, To his grave touph with no unready strings^ 
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“Wbile thouglita press on, and feelings overflow, 

^nd quick words round him fall like flakes of snow. 

Thanks to the Powers that yet maintain their sway, 
And have renewed the tributary Lay. 

Truths of the heart flock in with eager pace, 

And Fancy greets them with a fond embrace; 

Swift as the rising sun his beams extends 
She shoots the tidings forth to distant friends; 

Their gifts she hails (deemed precious, as thry prove 
For the unconscious Babe so prompt a love!)— 

But from this peaceful centre of delight 
Vague sympilthies have urged lier to take flight: 

Kapt into upper regions, like the bee 

That sucks from mountain heath her honey fee; 

Or, like the warbling lark intent to shroud 
His head in supbearns or a bowery cloud. 

She soars—and here and there her pinions rest 
On pjioud toWers, like this humble cottage, blest 
With a new visitant,•an infant guest— 

Towers where red streamers flout the breezy sky 
In pomp foreseen by her creative eye, 

When feasts shall crowd the hall, and steeple bells 
Glad proclamation make, and heights and dells . 

Catch the blithe music as it sinks and swells. 

And harboured ships, whose pride is on the sea, 

Shall hoist their topmast flags in sign of glee. 
Honouring the hope of noble ancestry. 

But who (though neither reckoning ills assigned 
By Nature, nor reviewing in the mind 
The track that was, and is, and must be, worn 
With weary feet by all of woman born)— 

Shall now by such a gift vidth joy be moved, 

Nor feel the fulness of that joy reproved ? 
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Not Ho, whose ]ast faint memory will command 
The truth that Britain was his native land; 

Whose infant soul was tutored to eoniide 
In the cleansed faith for which her martyrs died; 
Whose boyish ear the voice of her renown 
With rapture thrilled; whose Youth revered tho crown 
Of Saxon liberty* that Alfred wore, 

Alfred, dear Babe, thy great Progenitor! 

—Not He, who from her mellowed practice drew 
His social sense of just, and fair, and Iriie; 

And saw, thereafter, on the soil of France 
Bash Polity begin her maniac dance, • 

Foundations broken up, the deeps run wild, 

Nor grieved to sec (himself not unbegiiiled)— 

Woke from the dream, the dreamer to upbraid. 

And learn how sanguine expectations ^ade 
When novel trusts by folly hro betrayed,— 

To see Presumption, turning pale, refrain 
From further havoc, but repentjn vain,— 

Good aims lie dowm, and perish in the road 
Where guilt had urged them on with ceaseless goad. 
Proofs thickening round her that on public ends 
Domestic virtue vitally depends, 

That civic strife can turn the happiest hearth 
Into a grievous sore of self-tormenting earth. 

Can such a One, dear Babe! though glad and proud 
To welcome thee, repel the fears that crowd 
Into bis English breast, and spare to quake 
Less for his owm than for thy innocent sake ? 

Too late—or, should tho providence of God 
Lead, through dark ways by sin and sorrow trod, 
lustiee and peace to a secure abode^ 
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Too soon—thou eom’st into this breathing world; 
iErsigns of mimic outrage ore unfurled. 

Who shall preserve or prop the tottering Ilealm ? 
What hand suffice to govern the state-helm ? 

If, in the aims of men, the surest test « 

Of good or bad (whatever be sought for or profest) 
Lie in the means required, or ways orda’uetl, 

For compassing the end, else never gained ; 

Yet governors and governed both are blind 
To this plain truth, or fling it to the wind; 

If to expedience principle must bow; 

Past, future, shrinking up beneath the incumbent Nowj 
If cowardly concession still must feed 
The thirst for power in men who ne’er concede 5 
Nor turn aside, unless to shape a way 
For domination a^ some riper day; 

If generous Loyalty must stand in awe 
Of subtle Treason, in his mask of law, 

Or with bravado insolent and hard, 

Provoking punishment, to win reward ; 

If office help the factious to conspire, 

And they who should extinguish, fan the fire-— 

Then, will the sceptre be a straw, the crown 
Sit loosely, like the thistle’s crest of down; 

To bo blown off at will, by Power that spares it 
In cunning patience, from the head that wears it* 
Lost people, trained to theoretic feud ! 

Lost above all, ye labouring multitude ! 

Bewildered whether ye, by slanderous tongues 
Deceived, mistake calamities for wrongs; 

And over fancied usurpations brood, 

Oft snapping at revenge in sullen mood; 
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Or, from long stress of real injuries, flj 
To desperation for a remedy ; 

In bursts of outrage spread your judgments wide, 
And to your wrath cry out, “ Bo thou our guide ; ** 
Or, bound by oaths, come forth to tread earth’s floor 
In marshalled thousands, darkening street and moor 
With the woFst shape mock-patience ever w^ore; 

Or, to the giddy top of self-esteem 
By Flatterers carried, mount into a dream 
Of boundless suffrage, at whose sago behest 
Justice shall rule, disorder be su})prest, 

And every man sit down as Plenty’s dhucst! 

—O for a bridle bitted with remorse ' 

To stop your Leaders in their headstrong course! 

Oh may the Almighty scatter with his grace 
These mists, and lead you^to a safen place, 

By paths no human wisdom can foretrace ! 

May Hu pour round you, Irom worlds'^far above 
Man’s feverish passions, his pure light of love, 

That quietly restores the natural mien 
To hope, and makes truth -willing to be seen! 

Else shall your blood-stained hands in frenzy reap 
Fields gaily sown wlien promises were cheap.— 

Why is the Past belied with -wicked art, 

The Future made to play so false a i)art, 

Among a people famed for strength of mind, 
Foremost in freedom, noblest of mankind ? 

We act as if we joyed in the sad tune 
Btorms make in rising, valued in the moon 
Nought but her changes. Thus, ungrateful Nation I 
If thou persist, and, scorning moderation, 

Spread for thyself the snares of tribulation, 
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Whom, then, shall meekness guard ? What saving 8kil« 
in forbearance, strength in standing still ? 

—Soon shall the widow (for the speed of Time 
Nought equals when the hours are winged with crime) 
Widow, or wife, implore on tremulous kncfe, 

From him who judged her lord, a like decree ; 

The skies will weep o’er old men desolate; 

Te little-ones ! Earth shudders at your fate, 

Outcasts and homeless orpbaris- 

But turn, my Soul, and from the sleeping pair 
Learn thou tlie^ beauty of omniscient care ! 

Be strong in faith, bid anxious thoughts lie still; 

Seek for the good and cherish it—the ill 
Oppose, or bear with a submissive will. 

1838. 
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If this great ■world of joy and pain 
Revolve in one sure track; 

If freedom, set, will rise again, 

And virtue, flown, come back; 
Woe to the purblind crew who fill 
The heart with each day’s care; 
Nor gain, from past or future, skill 
To bear, and to forbear! 


1888. 
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XXXVII, 

THE JABOHEER’S NOOH-HAY HTMH. 

[Bzsno? Esn’b Morning and Evening Hymns are, as they deserve 
to be, familiarly known. Many other hymns have also been 
written on the same subject; but, not being aware of any being 
designed for noon-day, I was induced to compose these verses. 
Often one lias occasion to observe cottage children canying, in 
their baskets, dinner to their Fathers engaged with their daily 
labours in the fields and woods. How gratifying would it be 
to me could 1 be assured tliat any portion of these stanzas had 
been sung by such a domestic concert under such circumstances. 
A friend of mine has told me that she introduced this Hymn 
into a village-school which she sujHirintended, and the stanzas 
in succession famished hen with texts 4o comment upon in a 
way which without difficulty was made intelligible to the 
children, and in which they obviously tosk delight, and they 
were^ught to sing it to the tune of the old 100th Psalm.] 

IJp to the throne of God is borne 
The voice of praise at early morn. 

And he accepts the punctual hymn 
Sung as the light of day grows dim : 

Nor will he turn his ear aside 
From holy offerings at noontide: 

Then here reposing let us raise 
^ song of gratitude and praise. 

k 

What though our burthen be not light 
, We need not toil from morn to night 
The respite of the mid-day hour 
Is in the thank^l Creature's "power. 
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Blest are the moments, doubly blest. 

That, drawn from this one hour of rest, 

Are with a ready heart bestowed 
Upon the service of our God! 

Each deld is then a hallowed spot, 

An altar is in each man’s cot, ^ 

A church in every grove that spreads 
Its living roof above our heads. 

liook up to Heaven! the industidous Sun 
Already half his race hath run; 

Jle cannot halt nor go astray. 

But our immortal Spirits may. 

liord! sinci? his risings in the East, 

If we havg faltered or transgressed, 

6 hilde, from thy love’s abundant source,' 
"What yet remains of this day’s course: 

Help with thy grace, through life’s short day. 
Our upward and our downward way ; 

And glorify for us the west, 

When we shall sink to final rest. 


1884. 
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XXXTIII. 

ODE, 

^COraiPOSED ON IfAf MORNINOi 

[This and the following poem originated in the linos ** How 
delicate the leafy veil,” &c.—My daughter and I left Bydal 
Mount upon a tour through our- mountains with Mr. and 
Mrs. Carr in the month of May, 1826, and as we were going 
up the vale of Newlands I was struck with the appearance of 
the little chapol gleaming through the vd!l of half-opened 
leaves ;*and the feeling which was then conveyed to my mind 
was expressed in the stanza referred to above. As in the case 
of “Liberty” and “Humanity,” my first intention was to 
write only one p ’em, but subsequently I brokd it into twb^ 
making additions to uach part so as to produce a oonsistenl 
and appropriate whole.] 

While from tlie purpling east departs 
ThTi star that led the dawTi, 

Blithe Flora from her couc^t upstarts, 

For May is on the lavra, 

A quickening hope, a freshening glee, 

Foreran the expected Power, 

Whose first-drawn breath, from bush and tree. 
Shakes off that pearly shower. 

All Nature welcomes Her whose sway 
Tempera the year’s extremes; 

Who scattereth lustres o’er noon-day. 

Like morning’s dewy gleams; 

While mellow warble, sprightly trill, 

The tremulous heart excite; 

And hums the balmy air to still 
The balance of delight. 
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Time was, blest Power I when youtbs and maids 
At peep of dawn would rise. 

And wonder forth, in forest glades 
Thy birth to solemnize. 

Though mute the song—to grace the 
Untouched the hawthorn bough, 

Thy Spirit triumphs o’er the slight; 

Man changes, but not Thou! 


Thy feathered Lieq:es bill and wings 
In love’s disport employ ; 

"Warmed by thy influence, creeping things 
Awake to silent joy : 

Queen art thou still for each gay plant 
Where the tlim wild tjoer roves; 

And served in depths where fishes haunt 
Their own ni) sterious groves. 


Cloud-piercing peak, and trackless heath,. 
Instinctive homage pay; 

Nor wants the dim-lit cavo a wreath 
To honour thee, sweet May! 

Where cities fanned by thy brisk airs 
Behold a smokeless sky, 

Their puniest fiower-pot-nursling dares 
To open a bright eye. 


And if, on this thy natal mom, 
The pole, from which thy name 
Hath not departed, stands forlorn 
Of song and dance and game; 

VOL. XV. 
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Still from the village-green a vow 
Aspires to thee addrest, 
Wherever peace is on the brow, 
Or love within the breast. 


Tes! whljre Love nestles thou canat teach 
The soul to love the more; 

Hearts also shall thy lessons reach 
That never loved before. 

Stript is the haughty one of pride, 

The basliful freed from fear, i 
While rising, like the ocean-tide. 

In flows the joyous year. 


Hush, feeble lyre! we(ik words LcfUse 
The service to prolong! 

To yon exulting thrush the Muse 
Entrusts the imperfect 6ong; 

His voice shall chant, in accents clear. 
Throughout the live-long day, 

Till the flrst silver star appear, 

The sovereignty of May. 
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XXXIX. 

TO MAY. 

TnOFGii many suns have risen and set 
Since thou, blithe May, wcrt born, 
And Bards, who hailed thee, may forget 
Tliy gifts, thy beauty scorn; 

There are who to a birthday strain 
Confine not harp and voice, 

But evermore throughout thy reign 
Are grateful and rejoice! 


Delicious odours! music sweet, 

Too sweet to pass away! 

Oh for a deathless song to meet 
The soul’s desire—a lay 
That, when a thousand years are told. 
Should praise thee, genial Power! 
Through summer heat, autumnal cold, 
An d winter’s dreariest hour. 


Earth, sea, thy presence feel—^nor less, 
If yon ethereal blue 
With its soft smile the truth express, 
The heavens have felt it too. 

The inmost heart of man if glad 
Partakes a livelier cheer; 

And eyes that cannot but be sad 
Let loll a brightened tear. 
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Since thy return, through days ancL weeks 
Of hope that grew by stealth. 

How many wan and faded cheeks 
Hare kindled into health! 

The 0?d, by thee revived, have said, 

“ Ant,^her year is ours ;** 

And wa^om Wanderers, poorly fed. 
Have smiled upon thy fiow'ers. 


Who tripping lisps a merry song 
Amid his playful peers ? 

The tender Infant who w’as long 
A prisoner of fond fears; 

But now, when every sharp-edged blast 
Is quiet in its sheath, 

His Mother leaves him free to thste 
Barth's sweetness in thy breath. 


Thy help is with the weed that creeps 
Along the humblest ground; 

No cliff so bare but on its steeps 
Thy £ivours may be found; 

But most on some peculiar nook 
That our own hands have drest, 
Thou and thy train are proud to look, 
And seem to love it best. 


And yet how pleased we wander forth 
When May is whispering, ** Come! 

** Choose from the bowers of Virgin earth' 
The happiest for your home; 



TO MAT. 


** Heayen*s bounteous love thr<.jugb me is 
<*]BVom sunsbine, clouds, winds, waves, 
“ Drops on tbe mouldering turret’s bead, 
“ And on your turf-clad graves 1” 


Such greeting beard, away with signs 
Pot lilies that must fade. 

Or * tbe ratbc primrose as it dies 
Forsaken’ in tbe shade! 

Yemal fruitions and desires 
Are linked in endless chase; 
"While, as one kindly growth retires. 
Another takes its place. 


And what if thou, swebt May, hast known 
Mishap^y worm and blight; 

If expectations nesvly blown 
Have perished in thy sight; 

If loves and joys, while up they sprung. 
Were caught as in a snare ; 

Such is the lot of all the young. 

However bright and fair. 


Lo! Streams that April could not check 
Are patient of thy rul§; 

Q-urgling in foamy water-break, 
Loitering in glassy pool: 

By thee,,thee only, could be sent 
Such gentle mists as glide. 

Curling with uuconlirmed intent, 

On that green mountain’s side. 
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• 

, How delicate the leafy veil 

Through which yon house of G-od 
Gleams ’mid the peace of this deep dale 
1 ^ few but shepherds trod! 

Ana'Jowly huts, near beaten ways, 

No sooner stand attired 
In thy fresh wreaths, than they for praise 
Peep forth, and are admired. 

Season of fancy and of hope, 

Permit not for one hour, 

A blossom from thy crown to drop, 

Nor add to it a flower! 

Keep, lovely May, as if by touch 
Of self-restraining art, 

This modest charm*of not to6 much. 

Part seen, imagined part! , 

1828—188-4. 


XL. 

LINES 

BUOOESTSD BT X POKTILAIT FH03I TUB PBNOIL OF V. STONB. 

[This Portrait has hung for many years in our principal sitting- 
room, and represents J. Q. as she was when a girl. The 
picture, though it is somewhat thinly painted, has much merit 
in tone and general effect; it is chiefly valuahle, howerer, 
from the sentiment that pervades it. The Anecdote of the 
saying of the Monk in sight of Titian's picture was told in this 
house hy BIr. Wilkie, and was, I heUeve, first communicated 
to the public in this ^em, the former portion of which I was 
composing at the time. Southey heard the story from Miss 
Hutchinson, and transferred it to the Doctor;" but it is 
not easy to explain hew my friend Mr. Ilogenf, in a note 
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fiu'bseqxieiitly added to liis Italy,*’ was led to speak of tho 
same remarkable words having many years before been spoken 
in his bearing by a monk or priest in firont of a picture of tbe 
Last Supper, placed over a Kefectory-table in a convent at 
Padua.] 

Beguilei) into forgetfulness of care 0 

Due to the day’s unfinished task ; of ppn 

Or book regardless, and of that fair scene 

In iN’ature’s prodigality displayed 

Before my •window, oftentimes and long 

I gaze upon a Portrait whoso mild gh'-xm 

Of b^uty never ceases to enrich 

The common light; whoso stillness charms the air, 

Or seems to charm it, into like repose; 

Whose silence, for the pleasure of the ear, 

Surpasses sweetest music. There she sits 
With emblematic purity .attired 
In a white vest, white as her marble neck 
le, and tbe pillar of the throat would be ( 

But for the shadow the drooping chin 
Cast into that recess—the tender shade. 

The shade and light, both there and every where, 

And through the very atmosphere, she breathes, 

Broad, clear, and toned harmoniously, with skill 
That might from nature have been learnt in the hour 
When the lone shepherd sees the morning spread 
Dpon the mountains. Look at her, whoe’er 
Thou he that, kindling with a poet’s soul, 

Hast loved the painter’s true Promethean craft 
Intensely—^from Imagination take* 

The treasure,—^what mine eyes behold, see thou, 

Even though the Atlantic ocean roll between. 

A silver line, that runs from brow to crown 
And in the middle parts the braided hair, 
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f. 

Just BerveB to bIlow how delicate a soil 
The golden harvest grows in; and those eyes, 

Soft and capacious as a cloudless sky 
Whose azure depth their colour emulates, 

Must needs conversant with upward looks, 
Prayer’s voice^ss service; but now, seeking nought 
And shunning nought, their own peculiar life 
Of motion they renounce, and with the head 
Partake its inclination towards earth 
In humble grace, and quiet pensiveness 
Caught at the point where it stops short of sadness. 
Offspring of soul-bewitching Art, make me 
Thy confidant! say, whence derived that air 
Of calm abstraction ? Can the ruling thought 
Be with some lover far away, or one 
Crossed by misfortune, or of doubted ^aith ? 

Inapt conjecture! Childhood here, a mpon 
Crescent in simple loveliness serene. 

Has but approached the gates of womanhood, 

Kot entered them; her heart is yet unpiereed 
By the blind Archer-god ; her fancy free: 

The fount of feeling il‘ unsought elsewhere, 

Will not be found. 

Her right hand, as it lies 
Across the slender wrrist of the left arm 
Upon her lap reposing, holds—but mark 
How slackly, for the absent mind permits 
No firmer grasp—a little wild-flower, joined 
As in a posy, with a few pale ears 
Of yellowing corn, the same that overtopped 
And in their common birthplace sheltered it 
’Till they were plucked together; a blue flower 
Called by i;he thrifty husbandman a weed; 
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m. 

But Ceres, in her garland, might have worn 
*Crhat ornament, unblamed. The floweret, held 
In scarcely conscious fingers, was, she knows, 

(Her Father told her so) in youth’s gay dawn 
Her Mother’s favourite; and the orphan G-irl, 

In her own dawn—a dawn less gay anc" bright, 

Loves it, while there in solitary peace 
She^sits, for that departed Mother’s sake. 

—^Not from a source less sacred is derived 
(Surely I do not err) that pensive air 
Of calm abstraction through the face diffused 
And the whole person. 

Words have something told 
More than the pencil can, and verily 
More^dshan is needed, but the precious Art 
Forgives their interferenr^e—Art divine, 

That both creates and fixes, in despite 
Of Death and Time, the marvels it hath wrought. 

Strange contrasts have we in this world of ours I 
That posture, and the look of filial love 
Thinking of past and gone, with what is left 
Dearly united, might be swept away 
From this fair Portrait’s fleshly Archetype, 

Even by an innocent fancy’s slightest freak 
Banished, nor ever, haply, be restored 
To their lost place, or meet in«barmony 
So exquisite; but here do they abide, 

Enshrined for ages. Is not then the Art 
Godlike, a humble branch of the divine, 

In visible quest of immortality. 

Stretched forth with trembling hope ?—In every realm. 
From high Gibraltar to Siberian plains, 

Thousands, in each variety of tongue 
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That Europe knows, woiild echo this appeal; 

One above all, a Monk who waits on Ood 
In the magnihc Convent built of yore 
To sanctify the Escurial palace. He— 

Guiding, from cell to cell and room to rooir, 

A British Painter (eminent for truth 
In cliaracter, and depth of feeling, shown 
By labours that have touched the hearts of kings/ 
And are endeared to simple cottagers)— 

Came, in that service, to a glorious work, 

Our Lord’s Last Supper, beautiful as when first 
The appropriate Picture, fresh from Titian’s hand, 
Graced the Befoctory : and there, while both 
Stood with eyes fixed upon that masterpiece. 

The hoary Pather in the Stranger’s ear 
Breathed out these words Here daily do we sit, 
Thanks given to God for daily bread, ai^d here 
Pondering the mischiefs of these restless times, 

And thinking of my Brethren, dbad, dispersed. 

Or changed and changing, I not seldom gaze 
Upon this solemn Company unmoved 
By shock of circumstance, or lapse of years. 

Until I cannot but believe that they— 

They are in truth the Substance, we the Shadows.” 

So spake the mUd Jeronymitc, his griefs 
Melting away within him like a dream 
Ere he had ceased to gaze, perhaps to speak: 

And I, grown old, but in a happier land, 

Domestic Portrait! have to verse consigned 
In thy calm presence those heart-moving words; 
Words that can soothe, more than they agitate; 
Whose spirit, like the angel that went down 
Into Bethesda’s pool, with healing virtue 
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Infurms the fountaiu in the human hreast 
Which by the visitation was disturbed. 

—But why this stealiDg tear ? Companion mute, 
On thee I look, not sorrowing; fare thee well, 

My Song’s Inspircr, once again farewell*!* 


1884. 


SI.I. 


THE FOREGOma SUBJECT RESUMED. 

Among a grave fraternity of Monks, 

Por One, but surely not for One alone, 

Triumphs, in that great work, the Paiiiter’s skill, 
Humbling the body, to exalt the soul; 

Yet representi jg, amid '^reck and wrong 
And dissolution and decay, the warm 
And breathing life of flesh, as if already 
Clothed with impassive majesty, and graced 
With no mean earnest of a heritage 
Assigned to it in future worlds. Thou, too, 

With thy memorial flower, meek Portraiture! 

Prom whose serene companionship I passed 
Pursued by thoughts that haunt me still; thou also—* 
Though hut a simple object, into light 
Called forth by those affections that endear 
The private hearth; though keeping thy sole seat 
In singleness, and little tried by time. 

Creation, as it were, of yesterday— 

* The pile of buUdinga, compoain^ the palace and convent of San 
XioreiUEO, haa. In oomtnon usage, lost its proper name in that of the jStcN- 
rial, a village at the foot of the hill upon which the splendid edlfloo, built 
by FbUip tbe Second, stands. It need scarcely be added, that WHQde ia 
the pointer alluded to. » 
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With a congenial function art endued 
For each and all of us, together joined 
In courae of nature under a low roof 
Bf charities and duties that proceed 
Out of the bosom of a wiser vow. 

To a like salutaijy sense of awe 

Or sacred wonder, growing with the power 

Of meditation that attempts to weigh, 

In faithful scales, things and their opposites, 

Can thy enduring quiet gently raise 
A household small and sensitive,—whose ]pve, 
Dependent as in part its blessings are 
Upon frail ties dissolving or dissolved 
On earth, will be revived, we trust, in heaven. * 

1834. 


xLn. 

So fair, so sweet, withal so sensitive, 

Woidd that the little Flowers were bom to live, 
Conscious of half* the pleasure which they give; 

That to this mountain-daisy’s self were known 
The beauty of its star-shaped shadow, thrown 
On the smooth surface of this naked stone! 


* In the olasB entitled **Huttings,'* in Hr. Southey's Hinor Poeme, ie 
ena lapoa hie own miuiature Picture, taken in ohildhood, aud another 
14 j»nn a landscape painted by GaBjmr Fotuuin. It is possible that every 
word of the above verses, though similar in subject, might have been 
written had the author bMn unacquainted with those beautiful efihsiaus 
of poeUe sentimont. But^ for his own setisfiictlon, he must be sllowsd 
thus pablhdy to tlcknowledge the pleasure those two Poems of his Friend 
have given Mm, and the grateful Influence they have upon Ms mind as 
nfteii as he reads them, or thinks of them. 
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And what if hence a hold desire ehould mount 
High as the Sun, that he could take account 
Of all that issues from his glorious fount! 

So might he ken how by his sovereign aid 
These delicate companionships are made; 

And how he rules the pomp of light and shade; 

An*d were the Sister-power that shines by night 
So privileged, what a countenance of delight 
Would through the clouds break forth on human sight) 

Pond fancies I wheresoe’er shall turn thine eye 
On earth, air, ocean, or the starry sky, 

Converse with Nature in pure sympathy j 

All vam desires, all lawless wishes quelled, 

Be Thou to love and praise alike impelled, 

Whatever boon is granted or withheld. 

\ 


XLllI* 

UrON SEEING A COLOURED DRAWING OF THE BIRD OP 
PARADISE IN AN ALBUM. 

[I OAimoT forbear to record that the last seven lines of this Poem 
were composed in bed during the night of the day on which my 
sister Sara Hutchinson died about 6 P.u., and it was the 
thought of her innocent and beautihd life tbat^ through faith, 
prompted the words— 

** On wings that fear no glance of God's pure sight, 

No tempest from his bzeath.** 

nSie reader wUl dnd two poems on pictures of this bird among 
my Poems. 1 win here observe that in a far greater number 
of instances than have been mentioned in these notes one poem 
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f. 

has, as in this case, grown ont of another, either hocanse I felt the 
subject had been inadequatdy treated, or that the thoughts and 
images suggested in course of composition hare been such as 1 
found interfered with the unity indispensable to every work uf 
art, however humble in chanicter.] 

Who rashly stijove thy Image to portray? 

Thou buoyant minion of the tropic air; 

How could ho think of the live creature—gay • 

With a divinity of colours, drest 
In all her brightness, from the dancing crest 
Par as the last gleam of the filmy train ^ 

' Extended and extending to sustain 
The motions that it graces—and forbear 
To drop his pencil! Flowers of every clime 
Depicted on these pages smile at time; 

And gorgeous insects copied-with nicef care 
Are here, and likenesses of many a shell 
Tossed ashore by restless waves, 

Or in the diver’s grasp fetched lip from caves 
Where sea-nymphs might bo proud to dwell: 

But whose rash hand (again I ask) could dare, 

’Mid casual tokens and promiscuous shows, 

To circumscribe this Shape in fixed repose j 
Could imitate for indolent survey, 

Perhaps for touch profane, 

Plumes that might catch, but cannot keep, a stain; 
And, with cloud-streaks lightest and loftiest, share 
The sun’s first greeting, his last farewell ray! 

Eesplendent Wanderer! followed with glad eyes 
Where’er her course; mysterious Bird! 

To whom, by wondering Fancy stirred, 

Eastern Islanders have given 
A holy name—the Bird of Heaven! 
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And even a tftle higher still, 

The Bird of Ghod! whose blessed will 
i^he seems performing as she flies 
Over the earth and through the skies 
In never-wearied search of Paradise— 

Begion that crowns her beauty with the name 
She bears for its —for us how blest, 

How happy at all seasons, could like aim 
Uphold our Spirits urged to kiudred flight 
On wings that fear no glance of GodV pure sight, 
Ho tempest from his bmitli, their promised rest 
Seeking with indefatigable quest 
Above a world that deems itself most wise 
When most enslaved by gross realities! 


181 



•SONNETS 

rSDICATSD TO LIBEBTY AND OEDEB. 

I. 


COUPOSXD APTBR BEADUVa A VEWBFAFEfi OF TBS BAT. 

“ People ! your chains are severing link by link; 
Soon shall the Srich be levelled down—^the Poor 
Meet them half way.** Vain boast I for These, the more 
They thus would rise, must low and lower sink 
Till, by repentance stung, they fear to'think; 

While all lie prostrate, save the tyrant few 
Bent in quick turns each other to undo, 

And mix the poison, they themselves must drink. 
Mistrust thyself, vain Country! cease to ciy, 

“ Ejnowledge will save me from the threatened woe.** 
Por, if than other rash ones more thou know, 

Yet on presumptuous wing as far would fly 
Above thy knowledge as they dared to go, 

Thou wilt provoke a heavier penalty. 


n. 

JJFOJS THE LATE OBBERAL VAST. 

March, 1832. 

Belttctant call it was; the rite delayed; 

And iaiihe Senate some there were who doflbd 
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kflt of their humanity, and scoffed 
Jit providential judgments, undismayed 
By their own d^ng. But the People prayed 
As with one voice; their flinty heart grew soft 
With penitential sorrow, and aloft 
Their spirit mounted, crying, “ G-od us aid! * 

Oh that with aspirations more intense, 

Chast'sed by self-abasement more profound. 

This People, onco so happy, so renowned 
Por liberty, would seek from God defei*co 
Against far heavier ill, the pestilence 
Of revolution, impiously unbound! 


m. 

Said Sdecrecy to Cowardice and Fraud 
iS'alsehood and Treachery, in close council met, 

Peep under grorind, in Pluto’s cabinet, 

“ The frost of England’s pride will soon bo thawed; 
Hooded the open brow that overawed 
Our schemes; the faith and honour, never yet 
** By us with hope encountered, bo upset;— 

“ For once I burst my bands, and cry, applaud!” 
Then whispered she, “ The Bill is carrying out!” 
They heard, and, starting up, the Brood of Night 
Clapped hands, and shook with glee their matted locks; 
All Powers and Places that abhor the light 
Joined in the transport, echoed back their shout. 
Hurrah fo r , hugging liis Ballot-box I 


VOL, IV. 


IT 
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Blest Statesman He, whose Mind's unselfish will 
Leaves him at ease among grand thoughts: whose eye 
Sees that, apart from magnanimity, 

Wisdom exists not; nor the humbler skill 
Of Prudence, disentangling good and ill 
With patient care. What tho* assaults run high, 
They daunt not him who holds his ministry, 

Besolute, at all hazards, to fulfil 
Its duties;—prompt to move, but firm to wait,— 
Knowing, things rashly sought are rarely found; 
That, for the functions of an ancient State— 

Strong by her charters, free because imbound, 

Servant of Providence, not slave of Faie— 

Perilous is sweeping change, aiU chance unsound. 


V. 


IN A1.LU5ION TO VARIOUS RECENT HISTORIES AND NOTICES OF 
THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. 

POETEETOUS change when History can appear 
As the cool Advocate of foul device; 

Beckless audacity extol, and jeer 
At consciences perplexed with scruples nice 1 
They who bewail not, must abhor, the sneer 
Bom of Conceit, Power’s blind Idolater; 

Or haply sprung from vaunting Cowardice 
Betrayed hy mockery of holy fear. 
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Hath it not long been said the wrath of Man 
Works not the righteousness of God ? Oh bend. 
Bend, ye Feirerse! to judgments from on High, 
liawfi that lay under Heaven's perpetual ban 
AU principles of action that transcend 
The sacred limits of humanity. 


TT. 

CONTINUED. 

Who pondors National events shall find 
An awful balancing of loss and gain, 

Joy based on sorrow, good with ill combined, 
And proud deliverance issuing out of pain 
And direful throes; as if the All-ruling Mind, 
With whose perfection it consists to ordain 
Volcanic burst, earthquake, and hurricane, 

Dealt in like sort v^th feeble human kind 
By laws immutable. But woe for him 
Vhio thus deceived shall lend an eager liand 
To social havoc. Is not Conscience ours. 

And Truth, whose eye guilt only can make dim; 
And WiU, whose office, by divine command. 

Is to control and check disordered Powers ? 


VII. 

CONCLUDED. 

Lokg-eavoubed England! be not thou misled 
By monstrous theories of alien growth, 

Lesb alien frenzy seize thee, waxing wroth, 
Self-smitten till thy garments reek dyed red 

V 2 
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"WitH tliy own blood, which tears in torrents shed 
Fail to wash ont, tears flowing ere thy troth 
Be phghted, not to ease but sullen sloth, 

Or wa^ despair—^the ghost of false hope fled 
Into a shameful grave. Among thy youth, 

My Country! if such warning be held dear, 

Then shall a Veteran’s heart be thrilled with joy, 
One who would gather &om eternal truth, 

For time and season, rules that work to cheer— 
!Not scourge, to save the People—^not destroy. 


Tin. 

Mek of the ’Western World! in FLte’s dark t^ok 
Whence these opprobrious leaves of ^ire portent ? 
Think jre your British Ancestors forsook 
Their native Land, for outrage provident; 

From unsubmissive necks the bridle shook 
To give, in their Descendants, freer vent 
And wider range to passions turbulent, 

To mutual tyranny a deadlier look ? 

Kay, said a voice, soft as the south wind’s breath, 
Dive through the stormy surface of the flood 
To the great current flowing ^underneath; 

Bxplore the countless spring8\of silent good; 

So shall the truth he better ui^erstood, 

And thy grieved Spirit brightei| strong in faith.* . 


* See Notes.. 




SOKITBXS DBDtO^m) TO UBBSeSY ANI) OKCm, Wi 


IX. 

TO THE PBNNBYLYAHIAN8. 

Days undefilcd by luxury or sloth, 

Firm self-denial, manners grave and staid, 

Bights equal, laws with cheerfulness obeyed, 
Words that require no sanction from an oath, . 
And simple* honesty a common growth— 

This high repute, with bounteous Nature’s aid. 
Won confidence, now ruthlessly betrayed 
At will, your power the measure of your troth!— 
who revere the memory of Penn 
Oneve for the land on whose wild woods his name 
Was fondly grafted with a virtuous aim, 
Benounced, abandc^ed by degenerate Men 
For state-dishonour black as ever came 
To upper air from Mammon’s loathsome den. 


X. 


AS BOLOGEi, nr BBXEMBEANOE OV SHB LASB iXSUBBBOSlOBi^ 

1837. 


z. 

Ah why deceive ourselves! by no mere fit 
Of sudden passion roused shall men attain 
True fireedom where for ages they have lain 
Bound in a dark abominable pit, 
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With Hfe'a best sinews more and more unknit. 
Here, there, a banded few \<rho loathe the chain 
May rise to break it: effort worse than vain 
For thee, 0 great Italian nation, split 
"Into those jarring fractions.—^Let thy scope 
Be one fixed mind for ail; thy rights approve 
To thy own conscience gradu^y renewed; 

Learn to make Time the father of wise Hope; ^ 
Then trust thy cause to the arm of Fortitude, 

The light of l^owledge, and the warmth of Love# 


c 

COSmUED. 


II. 

Habd task! exclaim the undisciplined, to lean 
On Patience coupled with such slow endeavour. 
That long-lived servitude must last for ever. 
Perish the grovelling few, who, prest between 
Wrongs and the terror of redress, w'ould wean 
Millions from glorious aims. Our chains to sever 
. Let us break forth in tempest now or never!— 
What, is there then no space for golden mean 
And gradual progress ?—^Twilight leads to day, 
And, even within the burning zones of earth, 

The hastiest sunrise yields a temperate ray; 

The softest breeze to fairest flowers gives birth: 
Think not that Prudence dwells in dark abodes, 
She scans the future with the eye of gods. 
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xri. 


CONCLUDED. 


in. 

As leaves are to the tree wliereon they grow 
And wither, every human generation 
Js, to the Being of a mighty nation, 

Locked in our world’s embrace through weal and woe ^ 
Thought that should teach the zealot to forego 
Bash schemes, to abjure all seliish agitation, 

And seek through noiseless pains and moderation 
Tbe unblemished good they only can bestow. 

Akwith most, who weigh futurity 
Against time present, passion holds the scales: 

Hence equal ignorance of both prevails, 

And nations sink; or| struggling to bo free, 

Are doomed to flounder on, like wounded whales 
Tossed on the bosom of a stormy sea. 


XIII. 

Youkg Englaitd —what is then become of Old 
Of dear Old England P Think they she is dead, 
Head to the veiy name ? Presumption fed 
On empty air! That name will keep its hold 
In the true filial bosom’s inmost fold 
For ever.—The Spirit of Alfred, at the head 
Of all who for her rights watched, toiled and bled, 
Knows that this prophecy is not too bold. 
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* 

What—how! ehall she submit iu will and dsed 
To Beardless Boys—^an imitative race, 

The 9ervum peeus of a Gallic breed P 
Dear Mother! if thou must thy steps retrace, 
Go where at least meek lunocency dwells; 

Let Babes and Sucklings be thy oracles. 


XIV. 

[Tbzs Sonnet is recommended to the perusal of all those who consider 
that the evils under vhich we groan are to be removed or 
palliated by measures ungoverned by moral and religions 
prindples.] 

• • 

Feel for the wrongs to universal ken 
Daily exposed, woe that uushrouded lies; 

And seek the Sufferer in his^ darkest den, 

Whether conducted to the spot by sighs 
And moonings, or he dwells (as if the wren 
Taught him concealment) hidden from all eyes 
In silence and the awful modesties 
Of sorrow;—feel for all, as brother Men i 
Best not in hope want’s icy chain to thaw 
By casual boons and formal charities; 

Learn to be just, just through impartial law; 

Far as ye may, erect and equalise; 

And, what ye cannot reach by statute, draw 
Each from his fountain of self-sacrifice! 



SONNETS 

UPON THE PUNISHMENT OP DEATH. 


IN S£1UES. 


I. 


SPOatSTED BT THE VIEW OF LANCABTSB OASTIiE ^ON THIS BOAO 

FROM THE SOUTH). 

This Spot—at once uniolding sight so fair 
Of sea and^and, with yon grey towers that still 
3iise up as if to loi^ it over air— 

Might soothe in human breasts the sense of ill, 

Or charm it out of memory; yea, might fill 
The heart with joy and gratitude to Qud 
For all his bounties upon man bestowed: 

Why bears it then the name of “ Weeping Hill**? 
Thousands, as toward yon old Lancastrian Towers, 

A prison's crown, along this way they past 
For lingering durance or quick death with shame, 
From this bore eminence thereon have cast 
Their first look—blinded as tears fell in showers 
Shed on their chains; and hence that doleful name. 
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II. 

Tendeblt do we feel by ^Nature's law 

For worst offenders: though the heart will heave 

With indignation, deeply moved we grieve, 

In after thought, for Him who stood in awe 
Heither of God nor man, and only saw, 

Lost wretch, a horrible device enthroned 
On proud temptations, till the victim groaned 
Under the steel his hand had dared to draw. 

But 0, restrain compassion, if its course. 

As oft befals, prevent or turn aside 
Judgments and aims and acts whose higher sourl^ 
Is sympathy with the unforewarned, who died 
Blomeless^with them that shuddered o^er his grave, 
And all who from the law firm sAfety crave. 


m. 


The Boman Consul doomed his sons to die 
Who had betrayed their coimtiy. The stem word 
Afforded (may it through aU time afford) 

A theme for praise and admiration high. 

Upon the surface of humanity 

He rested not; its depths Ins mind explored; 

He felt; but h^s parental bosom's lord 
Was Duty,—puty calmed his agony. 
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And some, we know, when they by wilful act 
A single human life have wrongly taken, 

Pass sentence on themselves, confess the fact, 
And, to atone for it, with soul unshaken 
Kneel at the feet of Justice, and, for faith 
Broken with all mankind, solicit death. 


TV, 

Is Death, T^hen evil against good has fought 
With such fell mastery that a man may dare 
By deeds the blackest purpose to lay bare ? 

Is Death, for one to that condition brought, 
nr him, or ^ny one, the thing that ought 
To‘T)e most dreaded ? Ijawgivers, beware, 

Lest, capital pains remitting till ye spare 
The murderer, ye,^by sanction to that thought 
Seemingly given, debase the general mind; 
Tempt the vague will tried standards to disown, 
Nor only palpable restraints unbind. 

But upon Honoim's head disturb the crown, 
Whoso absolute rule permits not to withstand 
In the weak love of life his least command. 


V. 

Not to the object specially designed, 
Howe’er momentous in itself it be. 
Good to promote or curb depravity, 

Is the wise Legislator’s view conned. 
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His Spirit, when most severe, is oft most kind; 

As all Authority in earth d^ends 
On Love and Fear, their several powers he blends, 
Copying with awe the one Paternal mind. 
Uncaught by processes in show humane, 

He feels how far the act would derogate 
From even the humblest functions of the State; 

If she, self-shorn of Majesty, ordain 
That never more shaU hang upon her breath 
The last alternative of Life or Death. 


M. 


Tb brood of conscience—^Spectres !• that freqi^St 
The bad Man’s restless walk, and hatmt his bed—* 
Fiends cn your aspect, yet beneficent 
In act, as hovering Angels when they spread 
Their wings to guard the unconscious Innocent- 
Slow be the Statutes of the land to share 
A laxity that could not but impair 
JTour power to punish crime, and so prevent. 

And ye, Beliefs! coiled serpent-like about 
The adage on all tongues, ** Murder will out,” 
How shall your ancient warnings work for good 
In the full might they hitherto have shown, 

If for deliberate shedder of man’s blood 
Survive not Judgment that requires his own ? 
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TII. 

Bepobe the world had past her time of youth 
While polity and discipline were weak, 

The precept eye for eye, and tooth for tooth, 

Came forth—a light, though but as of day-break, 
Strong as could then be borne. A Master meek 
Proscribed the^ spirit fostered by that rule, 

Patience hU law, long-suffering his school, 

And love the end, which all through peace must seek. 
But lamentably do they err who strain 
His mandates, given rash impulse to controul 
An^ tep vindictive thirstijigs from the soul, 

So for tlmt, if consistent in their scheme, 

They must forSid the State to inflict a pain, « 
^jilMakuig of social ordei^a mere dream. 


vni. 

PxT retribution, by the moral code 
Determined, lies beyond the State’s embrace. 
Yet, as she may, for each peculiar cose 
She plants well-measured terrors in the road 
Of wrongful acts. Downward it is and broad, 
And, the main fear once doomed to banishment. 
Far oftener then, bad ushering worse event, 
Blood would be spilt that in his dark abode 
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Crime miglit lie better hid. And, ehould the change 
Take froin the horror due to a foul deed, 

Pursuit and eridence so far must fiiil, 

And, guilt escaping, passion then might plead 
In angry spirits for her old free range, 

And the “ wild justice of revenge” prevail. 


IX. 

Thotjou to give timely warning and defer 
Is one great aim of penalty, extend 
Thy mental vision further and ascend 
Far higher, else full surely shalt thou err. 

What is a State ? The wise behold iij her 
A creature bom of time, that keeps one eye 
Fixed on the statutes of Eternity, * 

To w'hich^er judgments reverenijtly defer. 

Speaking through Law’s dispassionate voice the State 

Endues her conscience with external life 

And being, to preclude or quell the strife 

Of individual will, to elevate 

The grovelling mind, the erring to recal, 

And fortify the moral sense of all. 


X. 

OuB bodily life, some plead, that life the shrine 
Of an immortal spirit, is a gift 
So sacred, so informed with light divine, 

That no laibunal, though most wise to sift 
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Deed and intent, should turn the Being adcilt 
»Into that world where penitential tear 
Hay not arail, nor prayer have for God*e ear 
A voice—that world whose veil no hand can Uft 
For earthly sight. “Eternity and Time” 

They urge, “ have interwoven claims and rights 
Not to be jeopardised through foulest crime; 

The sentence rule by mercy’s heaven-bom lights.” 
Even so; but measuring not by finite sense 
Infinite Power, perfect Intelligence. 


XI. 

^Jlffj^^hink ho's^onc comjselled for life to abide 
Locked in a dungeon needs must cat the heart 
Out of his own humanity, and part - 
With every hope that mutual cares provide; 

And, should a less unnatural doom confide 
In life-long exile on a savage coast, 

Soon the relapsing penitent may boast 
Of yet more heinous guilt, with fiercer pride. 

Hence thoughtful Mercy, Mercy sage and pure, 
Sanctions the forfeiture that Law demands. 

Leaving the final issue in JLis hands 

Whose goodness knows no change, whose love is sure. 

Who sees, foresees; who cannot judge amiss. 

And wafts at w^ill the contrite soul to bliss. 
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xn. 

See tlie Condemned alone -within his cell 
And prostrate at some moment when rtmorse 
Stings to the quick, and, with resistless force, 
Assaults the pride she strove in vain to quell. 

Then mark him, him who could so long rebel, 

The crime confessed, a kneeling Penitent 
Before the Altar, where the Sacrament *’ 

Softens his heart, till from his eyes outwell 
Tears of salvation. Welcome death! while Heaven 
Does in this change exceedingly rejoice; 

While yet the solemn heed the State hath given 
Helps him to meet the last Tribunal’s voice 
In fedth, which fresh offences, were he cas- 
On old temptations, might for eve*’ blast. 


XIII. 

OONOLCSION. 

Teb, though He well may tremble at the sound 
Of his own voice, who from the judgment-seat 
Sends the pale Convict to his last retreat 
In death; though Listeners shudder all around, 
They know the dread requital’s source profound j 
JTor is, they feel, its wisdom obsolete— 

^(Would that it were!) the sacrifice unmeet 
Tor Christian Poith. But hopeful signs abound $ 
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Thi^cial riglits of man breathe purer air 
Beligion deepens her preventive care; 

Then, moved by needless fear of past abuse. 

Strike not from Law’s firm hand that awful rod, 

But leave it thence to drop for lack of use: 

Oh, speed the blessed hour, Almighty Ood! 


XIV. 


APOLOGT. 

Tite formal World relaxes her^old chain 
Bor One who speaks in numbers ; ampler scope 
His utif'?i:ance finds; and, cunscious of the gain. 
Imagination works with bolder hope 
The cause of grateful reason to sustain; 

^And, serving Truth, thd heart more strongly beats 
Against all barriers which his labour meets 
In lofty place, or humble Life’s domain. 

Enough;—^before us lay a painful road, 

And guidance have I sought in duteous love 
From Wisdom’s heavenly Bather. Hence hath flowei^ 
Patience, with trust that, whatsoe’er the way 
Each takes in this high matter, all may move 
Cheered with the prospect of a brighter day. 


VOL. rv. 


X 
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I. 

EPISTLE 

TO SIB GEOBQE HOWLAND BEAUMONT, BART. 

FROM THE SOUTH-WEST COAST OF CUMBERLAND.— 1811. 

[This X)oen), opened when first written, witli a paragrapli that has 
been transferred as an introduction to the first senes of my 
Scotch Memorials. Tne journey, of which the first part is 
here described, was from Grasmere to Bootle on the 8out!£%cBt 
coast of Cumberland, the whole among ifiountain roa'h through 
a beautiful country ; and we had fine weather. The verses end 
with,our breakfast at the head of Yewdale ia a yeoman’s house, 
which, like all the other propcrtyi in that sequestered vale, has 
passed or is passing into the hands of Mr. James Marshall of 
Monk Coniston,—in Mr. Knott’s, the late ownci^s, time called 
Waterhead. Our hostess married a Mr. Oldfield, a lieutenant 
in the Navy: they lived together for some time at Hacket, 
where she still resides as his widow. It was in firont of that 
house, on the mountain side, near which stood the peasant who, 
while we were passing at a distance, sainted ns, waving a 
kerchief in lier hand ns described in ^e poem. (This matiron 
iind her husband were then residing at the Hacket. The house 
and its inmates are referred to in the fifth hook of the ** Exenr* 
sion,” in the passage beginning— 

” You behold. 

High on the breast of yon dark mountain, dark 

With stony baiTcunoss, a shining speck."—J. C.) 

The dog which wc met with soon after our starting belonged to 
Mr. Bowlandsou, who for forty years was curate of Grasmere 
in place of the rector who lived to extreme old age in a state of 
insanity. Of this Mr. B. much might be said lK)th with 
Inference to his character, and the way in wUoh he was 
regarded by his parishioners. He was a man of a robust frame, 
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bad a firm riiice and auiboritative manner.*, of strong natnfal 
talents, of ‘whicU he was himself conscious, for be has been, 
heard to say (it grieves me to add) with an oath—** If 1 had 
been brought up at college I should have been a bishop.” Two 
vices used to struggle in liim for mastery, avarice and the love 
strong drink : but avarice, as is common in like cases, always 
^ot the better of its opponent; for, though he was often 
mtozioated, it was never 1 believe at his own expense. As has 
been said of one in a more exalted station, he would take 
any given quantity. T have heard a story of him which is 
worth the telling. One summer’s morning, our Grasmere 
-curate, after a night’s carouse in the vale of Langdale, on his 
return home, having reached a point near which the whole of 
the vale of Grasmere might be seen with the lake immediately 
below him, stepped aside and sat down on the turf. After 
looking for seme time at the landscape, then in the perfection 
of its morning bonuty, he exclaimed—“ Good God, that I 
aliould have led so long such a life in such a place ! ”—This no 
doubt was deeply felt by him at the time, hat I am not 
authorised to say that .any noticeable amendment followed. 
Penuriousness strengthened upon him as his body grew feebler 
dth age. He had purchaijd property and kept some land in 
his iwi^ hands, but he could luot find in his heart to lay out tlic 
necessary hire for labourers at the proper season, and conse* 
qnentiy he h^ 5 often been seen in half-dotage working bis hay 
in the month of November by moonlight, a melaUdholy sight 
which I myself have wHuessed. Notwithstanding all that Las 
beem said, this man, on account of his talents and superior 
education, was looked up to by his parishioners, who with¬ 
out a single exception lived at that time (and most of them 
upon their own small iuhentances) in a state of repuhlioon 
equality, a condition favorable to the growth of kindly feelings 
among them, and in a striking degree exclusive to temptations 
to gross vice and scandalous behaviour. As a pastor their 
curate did little or nothing for them; but what could more 
strikin^y set forth the efficacy of ;the Church of England through 
its Ordinances and Liturgy than that, in spite of the unworthi- 
ness of the minister, his church was regularly attended ; and^ 
though there was nut much appearance in his flock of what 
might he called animated piety, intoxication was rare, and 
dissolute morals unknown. With the Bible they were for the 
most port well acquainted ; and, os was strikingly shown wlien 
they were under affliction, must have been supported and 
comforted by habitual belief in those truths which it is the 
aim of tho Church to inculcate .—Loughrigg Tam.. This 
beautiful pool and the surrounding scene are minutely de¬ 
scribed in my little Book on the Lakes. Sir G. H. Beaumoii% 
* X 2 
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in tile earlier part of hia life, was induced, by bis love of nature 
and the art of painting, to take up hie abode at Old Brath^, 
about ^ree miles from this spot, so that he must have seen it 
under many aspects ; and he was so much pleased with it that 
he purchased the Tam with a view to build, near it, such a 
remdence as is alluded to in this Epistle. Baronets and knights 
were not so common in that day as now, and Sir Michael le 
Fleming, not liking to have a rival in that kind of distinction 
so near him, claimed a sort of loixlahip over the territory, and 
showed dispositions little in unison with those of Sir G. Beau¬ 
mont, who was eminently a lover of peace. The project of 
building was in consequence given up, Sir George retaining 
possession of the Tam. Many years afterwards a Kendal 
tradesman bom upon its banks applied to me for tbe purchase 
of it, and accordingly it was sold for the sum that had been 
for it, and the money was laid out 'under my direction 
upon a substantial oak fence fur a certain number of yew trees 
to be planted in Grasmere cburch-yard ; two were planted in 
each enclosure, with a view to remove, after a certain time, the 
one which throve the least. After several years, the stater 
plant being left, the others were taken up and placed i^^her 
parts of the same chnrch-ypd, and wci^> adequately feifced at 
the expense and under the' care of the late Mr. B^ber, Mr. 
Greenwood, and myself; the whole eight ai^ now thriving, and 
are already an ornament to a place which,^ during late years, 
has lost much of its nistic .simplicity by the introduction of iron 
palisades to fence off fmnily burying-grounds, and by nnmerons 
monuments, some of them in very bad taste; from which this 
place of burial was in my memory quite free. See the lines in 
tiie sixth book of the “Excursion” beginning—“ Green is the 
church-yard, beautiful and greeu.” The “Epistle” to which 
these notes refer, though written so far back as 1804, was 
carefully revised so late as 1842, previous to its publication. 
I am loth to add, that it was never seen by the person to whom 
it is addressed. So sensible am 1 of the deficiencies in all 
that I write, and so far dues everything that I attempt fidl 
short of what 1 wish it to be, that even private publication, if 
such a term may be allowed, requires more resolution than 1 
can command. I have written to give vent to my own mind, 
and not without hope that, some time or other, kindred minds 
might benefit by my laboni's : hut 1 am inclined to believe I 
sh^d never have ventured to send forth any verses of mine to the 
world if it had not been done on the pressore of personal 
oooasions. Had I been a rich man, my productions, like this 
'^Sinstle,** the tragedy of the “Borderers,” &c., would most 
likely have been confined to manuscript.] 
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I\&J2 &om our home by Grasmere’s quiet Lake, 

From the Yale’s peace ^'hich all her fields partake. 
Here on the bleakest point of Cumbria’s shore 
We sojourn stunned by Ocean’s ceaseless roar; 
While, day by day, grim neighbour! huge Black Comb 
Frowns deepening visibly his native gloom, 

Unleca, perchance rejecting in despite 

What on the Plain we have of warmth and light, 

In his own storms he hides himself froi'i sight. 

Bough is the time; and thoughts, that would be free 
From heaviness, oft fly, dear Friend, to thee; 

Turn fjpom a spot where neither sheltered road 
Nor hedge-row screen invites my steps abroad; 

Wi}ere one poor Plane-tree, having as it might 
Attain'^d a statuie twice a tall man’s height. 

Hopeless of further growth, and brown and sere 
Through half the summer, stands with top ci?t sheer. 
Like an unshifting weathercock which proves 
How cold the quarter that the wind best loves. 

Op like a Centinel that, evermore 
Darkening the window, ill defends the door 
Of this unfinished house—a Fortress bare, 

Where strength has been the Builder’s only care; 
Whose rugged walls may still for years demand 
The final polish of the Plasterer’s hand. 

—This Dwelling’s Inmate more than three weeks’space 
And oft a Prisoner in the cheerless place, 

I—of whoso touch the fiddle would complain, 

Whose breath would lalSbur at the flute in vain. 

In music all unversed, nor blessed with skill 
A bridge to copy, or to paint a mill, 
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Tired of my Tiooks, a scanty company! , 

And tired of listening to the boisterous^ 

Pace between door and window muttering rhyme. 

An old resource to cheat a froward time~| 

Though these dull hours (mine is it, or shame ?) 
Would tempt mo to renounce that humij^j^ 

—^But if there bcs a Muse who, free to ta,|.g 
Her seat upon Olympus, doth forsake ^ 

Those heights (like Phcebus when his goh^gjj locks 
He veiled, attendant on Thessalian flocksT 
And, in disguise, a Milkmaid with her pai^| 

Trips down the pathways of some windingj. . 

Or, like a Mermaid, warbles on the shores. 

To fishers mending nets beside their doorsi. 

v.^ ' 7 

Or, Pilgrim-liko, on forest moss reclined, ‘ 


Gives plaintive ditties to the hecdleri winq 
Or listens to its play among the boughs J 
Above her head and so forgets her vows— , 
If such a Visitant of Earth there b# < 
And she would deign this day to smile on 


And aid my verse, content -with local 
Of natural beauty and life’s daily roui^D, i 


Thoughts, chances, sights, or doings, which ^gji 
Without reserve to those whom we love well-j_ 

Then haply, Beaumont! words in current clejj^^ 

Will flow, and on a welcome page appear ! 

Duly before thy sight, unless they perish her4 
T^at shall I treat of? News from Mona’e^ jgjgp 
Such have we, but unvaried in its style; \ 


No tales of Bunagates fresh landed, whence 


And wherefore fugitive or on what pretence; 


Of feasts, or scandal, eddying like the wind 
Most restlessly alive when most confined. 
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Ask not of vd\j, whose tongUe can best appease 
^he mighty tumults of the House of Kets ; 

The last year’s cup whose Bam or Heifer gained, 
What slopes are planted, or what mosses drained: 
An eye of fancy only can I cast 
On that proud pageant now at hand or past. 

When full five hundred boats in trim array, 

With nets and sails outspread and streamers gay, 
And chanted hymns and stiller voice of prayer, 

Por the old Manx-harvest to the Deep repair, 

Soon as the herring-shoals at distance shine 
Like beds ofmoonlight shifting on the brine. 

Mona from our Abode is daily seen, 

But with a wilderness of w’-aves between ; 

And by conjecture only can we speak 
Of aught transacted there in bay or creek; 

No tidings reach us thence from town or field, 

Only faint no ws her mountain sunbeams yield, 

And some wc gather from the misty air, 

’ And some the hovering clouds, our telegraph, declare. 
Rut these poetic mysteries I withhold; 

Por Poncy hath her fits both hot and cold, 

And should the colder fit with You be on 
When You might read, my credit would be gone. 

Let more substantial themes the pen engage, 

And nearer interests culled from the opening stage 
Of our migration.—Ere the welcome daw'n 
Had from the east her silver star withdrawn. 

The Wain stood ready, at our Cottage-door, 
Thoughtfully freighted with a various store; 

And long or ere the uprising of the Sun 
O’er dew-damped dust our journey was begun, 
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A needful journey, under favouring skieft; 

Through peopled Yales; yet something in the guise 
Of those old Patriarchs wlien from well to well 
They roamed through Wastes where now the tentoil 
Arabs dwelL 

Say first, to whom did we the charge confide, 

Who promptly undertook the Wain to guide 
Up many a sharply-twining road and down, 

And over many a wide hill’s craggy crown, 

Through the quick turns of many a hollow nook. 

And the rough bed of many an unbridged brook ? 

A blooming Lass—who in her better hafid 
Bore a light switch, her sceptre of command 
When, yet a slender Girl, she often led. 

Skilful and bold, the horse and burthened sled * 

Prom the peat-yielding Moss on Gowdar’s head. 
What could go wrong with such a Charioteer 
Por goods^and cliattels, or those Infants ilear, 

A Pair who smilingly sate side by side. 

Our hope confirming that the salt-sea tide 
Whose free embraces we were bound to seek, 

Would their lost strength restore and freshen the pale 
cheek ? 

Such hope did either Parent entertain 
Pacing behind along the silent lane. 

Blithe hopes and happy musings soon took flight. 
For lo! an uncouth melancholy sight— 

On a green bank a creature stood forlorn 
Just half protruded to the light of mom, 

Its hinder part concealed by hedge-row thorn 
The Pigure called to mind a beast of prey 
Stript of its frightful powers by slow decay, 


A loco! word for Sl«<]g<6. 
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And, though no longer upon rapine bent, 

J)im memory keeping of its old intent. 

We started, looked again with anxious eyes. 

And in that griesly object recognise 

The Curate’s Dog—his long-tried friend, for they, 

As well wo knew, together had grown grey. 

The Master died, his drooping servant’s grief 
Foiyid at the Widow’s feet some sad relief; 

Yet still he lived in pining discontent, 

Sadness which no indulgence could pi event; 

Hence whole day wanderings, broken nightly sleeps 
And lonesome watch that out of doors he keeps; 

Not oftentimes, I trust, as we, poor brute! 

Espied him on his legs sustained, blank, mute, 
j^d of all visible motion destitute, 

^ that the very, heaving qf his breath 

Seemed stopt, though by some other power than death. 

Long as we ^zed upon the form and face, 

A mild domestic pity kept its place, 

Unscared by thronging fancies of strange hue 
That haunted us in spite of what we knew. 

Even now 1 sometimes think of him as lost 
In second-sight appearances, or crost 
By spectral shapes of guilt, or to the ground, 

On which he stood, by spells unnatural bound, 

Like a gaimt shaggy Porter forced to wait 
In days of old romance at Archimago’s gate. 

Advancing Summer, Nature’s law fulfilled. 

The choristers in every grove had stilled; 

But we, we lacked not music of our own, 

Eor lightsome Fanny had thus early thrown. 

Mid the gay prattle of those infant tongues, 

Some notes prelusive, from the round of songs 
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With which, more zealous than the liyelitist bird 
That in wild Arden’s brakes was ever heard, 

Her work and her work’s partners she can cheer, 

The whole day long, and all days of the year. 

Thus gladdened &om our own dear Yale we pass 
And soon approach Diana’s Looking-glass \ 

To Loughrigg-tam, round clear and bright as heaven, 
Ciuch name Italian fancy would have given, 

Ere on its banks the few grey cabins rose 
That yet disturb not its concealed repose 
More than the feeblest wind that idly blows. 

Ah, Beaumont! when an opening in the road 
Stopped me at once by charm of what it showed, 

The encircling region vividly exprest 
Within the mirror’s depth, a world at rest— 

Sky strealsed with purple, grove and cjaggy bield*^ 
And the smooth green of many a pendent field, ^ 

And, quieted and soothed, a torrent smah, 

A little daring would-be waterfall. 

One chimney smoking and its azure wreath, 

Associate all in the calm Pool beneath, 

With here and there a faint imperfect gleam 
Of water-liHes veiled in misty steam— 

What wonder at this hour of stillness deep, 

A shadowy link ’tween wakefulness and sleep. 

When Efature’s self, amid such blending, seems 
To render visible her own soft dreams, 

If, mixed with what appeared of rock, lawn, wood, 
Pondly embosomed in the tranquil flood, 

A glimpse I caught of that Abode, by Thee 
Designed to rise in humble privacy, 

I 

* A word ooiomon In the country, signifying shelter, as in Scotbmdi 
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lowly Dwelling, here to be outspread, 

•Like a small Hamlet, with its bashful head 
Hhlf hid in native trees* Alas 'tis not, 

Nor ever was; I sighed, and left the spot 
TJnconscious of its own untoward lot, 

And thought in silence, with regret too keen, 

Of unexperienced joys that might have been; 
Of«ncighbourhood and intermingling arts^ 

And golden summer days uniting cheerful hearts. 
But time, irrevocable time, is flown, 

And let us utter thanks for blessings sown 
And reaped—w^hat hath been, and what is, our own^ 
Not far wc travelled ere a shout of glee. 

Startling us all, dispersed my reverie; 
guch shout as many a sportive echo meeting 
Oft-^mes from Alpine chalets sends a greeting. 
Whence the blithe hail p behold a Peasant stand 
On high, a Jerchief waving in her hand! 

Not unexpectant that by early day 
Our little Band would thrid this mountain way, 
Before her cottage on the bright hill side 
She hath advanced with hope to be descried. 

Bight gladly answering signals we displayed, 

Moving along a tract of morning shade, 

And vocal wishes sent of like good will 
To our kind Priend high on the sunny hiU— 
Luminous region, fair as if the prime 
Were tempting all astir to look aloft or climb; 

Only the centre of the shining cot 
With door left open makes a gloomy spot, 

Emblem of those dark comers sometimes found 
Within the happiest breast on earthly ground. 
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Bich prospect left behind of stream aiid!^vale, 

And mountain-tops, a barren ridge we scale; 

Descend, and reach, in Yewdale’s depths, a plain 
With haycocks studded, striped with yellowing grain— 
An area level os a Lake and spread 
Under a rock too steep for man to tread, 

Where sheltered from the north and bleak northwest 

* i 

Aloft the Eaven hangs a visible nest, 

Eearless of all assaults that would her brood molest. 
Hot sunbeams fill the steaming vale; but hark, 

At our approach, a jealous watch-dog’s bark, 

Noise that brings forth no li v(‘ricd Page of state, 

But the whole household, that our coming wait. 

With Young and Old warm greetings we exchange, 
And jocund smiles, and toward the lowly Grange 
Press forward by the teasing .dogs unserred. 

Entering, we find the morning meal prepared: 

So down wt sit, though not till each had cast 
Pleased looks around the delicate ^ejmst— 

Eich cream, and snow'-white eggs frcsli from the nest. 
With amber honey from the mountain’s breast; 
Strawberries from lane or woodland, ofiering wild 
Of children’s industry, in hillocks piled; 

Cakes for the nonce, and butter fit to lie 
Upon a lordly dish; frank hospitality 
Where simple art with bounteous nature vied. 

And cottage comfort shunned not seemly pride. 

Kind Hostess! Handmaid also of the feast, 

If thou be lovelier than the kindling East, 

Words by thy presence unrestrained may speak 
Of a pei^etual dawn from brow and cheek 
Instinct with light whose sweetest promise lies. 

Never retiring, in thy large dark eyes, 
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Dork Imt to every gentle feeling true, 

»Aa if their lustre flowed from ether's purest blue. 

Let me not ask what tears may have been wept 
By those bright eyes, what weary vigils kept, 

Beside that hearth what sighs may have been heaved 
For wounds inflicted, nor what toil relieved 
By fortitude and patience, and the grace 
0£ heaven in pity visiting the place. 

Not unadvisedly those secret springs 
I leave unsearched: enough that m^MUory clings. 

Here as elaeyrhere, to notices that make 
GTheir own significance for hearts awake, 

To rural incidents, whose genial powers 
Filled with delight three summer morning hours, 

^ More could my pen report of grave or gay 
That^through aur gipsy travel cheered the way; 

But, bursting forth above the waves, the Sun 
Laughs at my pains, and seems to say, “ Be done.’* 
Tet, Beaumont, thou wilt not, I trust, reprove 
This humble oflering made by Truth to Love, 

Nor chide the Muse that stooped to break a 8j)cll 
Which might have else been on me yet:— 

Faeewell. 


UPON PERUSING THE FOREGOING EPISTLE THIRTT TEARS 
AFTER ITS COMPOSITION. 

Soon did the Almighty Giver of all rest 
Take those dear young Ones to a fearless nest; 

And in Death's arms has long reposed the Friend 
For whom this simple Begister was penned. 

Thanks to the moth that spared it for our eyes; 
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And Strangers eren tlie slighted Scroll may pri%e» 
Moved by the touch of kindred sympathies. 

For—save the calm, repentance sheds o’er strife 
Itaised by remembrances of misused life, ■ 

The light from past endeavours purely willed 
And by Heaven’s favour happily fulfilled; 

*.Save hope that we, yet bound to Barth, may share 
The joys of the Departed—what so fair 
As blameless pleasure, not without some tears, 
Beviewed through Love’s transparent veil of years ? 

JVbfe.—IiODOHRioo Tarn, alluded to In the forogoiuj? Epistle, resembles, 
though much suudler in compass, the Lake Nemi, or Sptculum, Diatife as it 
is often called, not only in its clear waters and circular form, and the 
beauty immediately surrounding it, but also as being ovoriooked by the 
eminonce of Longdale Pikes as Lake Ncini is by that of Monte Calvo. 
Since this Epistle was written Loughrigg Tam has lost much of its beauty ^ 
by the felling of many natural clumps of wood, relics of the old fores(|r 
particularly ui>ou tlio iann called “The Oaks,” so caked iW)m the^buud* 
anoo of that tm which grew there. 

It is to bo regretted, upon public gi'ounds, that Sir Qoorgo Beaumont 
did not carry* into effect his intention of constructing here a Bummer 
Retreat in the style I liavc described ; ns l^fs tasto would have set an 
example how buildings, with all the uccuminodaiions modem society 
requires, might be introduced even into the most secluded fiorts of tbis 
countiy without lujunng their native character. 


n. 


GOLD AND SILVER FISHES IN A VASE. 

pTstET were a present from Hiss Jewsbury, of wliom mention is 
made in the note at the end of the next poem. The fish "were 
healthy to all appearance in their confinement for a long time, 
but at las4 for somo cause wc could not make out, they 
languished, and, one of them being all but dead, they were 
taken to the pool under the old Pollard-oak. The apparent^ 
dying one lay on its side unable to move. I used to watch i^ 
and about the tenth day it began to right itselij and in a faw 
days more was able to swim about with its companions. For 
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nwny zDoui;liB ibey contilnned to prosper in tbeir neir jdaoe of 
abode; but one nigbt by an unusually great flood tbey Trete 
swept out of tbo pool, and perished to our great regret.] 

Thb soaring lark is blest as proud 
When at heaven’s gate she sings; 

The roving bee proclaims aloud 
Hei* flight by vocal wings; 

While Yc, in lasting durance pent. 

Tour silent lives employ 

For sometliing more than dull content. 

Though haply less than joy. 

7 

Yet might your glassy prison seem 
A place where joy is known, 

Where golden flash and silver gleam 
Have meanings of their owm; 

While, high and 16w, and all about, 

Ycftir motions, glittering Elves! 

Ye weave—no danger from without, 

And peace among yourselves. 

Type of a sunny human breast 

- Is your transparent cell; 

Where Fear is but a transient guest, 

No sullen Humours dwell; 

Where, sensitive of every ray 
That smites this tiny sea, 

Your scaly panoplies repay 
The loan with usury. 

How beautiful!—Yet none knows wliy 
This ever-graceful change, 

Kenetved—renewed incessantly— 

Within your quiet range. 
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Ib it that ye with conscious skill 
Por mutual pleasure glide; 

And sometimes, not without yotir will. 

Are dwarfed, or magnified ? 

Pays, Genii of gigantic size ! 

And now, in twilight dim, 

Clustering like constellated eyes, 

In wings of Cherubim, 

When the fierce orbs abate their glare 
Whatever your forms express, 

Whate’er yc seem, whate’er ye are— 

All leads to gentleness. 

Cold though your nature be, *tis pure; 

Your birthright is a fence 
Prom all that haughtier kinds endure 
Through t3rranny of sense. 

Ah! not alone by colours b^’ight 
Are Ye to heaven allied, 

When, like essential Porms of light. 

Ye mingle, or divide. 

Por day-dreams soft as e’er beguiled 
Day-thoughts while limbs repose; 

Por moonlight fascinations mild, 

Your gift, ere shutters close— 

Accept, mute Captives! thanks and praise ^ 
And may this tribute prove 
That gentle admirations rais^ 

Delight resembling love. 
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LIBERTY. 

(SEQULL TO THE ABOVE.) 

[ABBRFSSEO to a FEIEKB ; THE OOLB AND SILVER FISHES nAylNS 
BEEN BEMOVEl) TO A VUUL IN THE FLUASUBE-attOVED OF 
BTBAL ltOUNT.1 

‘The liberty of a ]>Bople Ownsists in being governed by laws which 
they have mu ’e for tlieiafielvea, under wliatever form it bo of 
government. The liberty of a private man, in being master of 
his own time and action^*, as far as may consist with tho laws 
uf God and of his country. Of this latter we ore here te 
discourse. ’—Cowlett. 


Those breatbiog Tokens of your kind regard, 
(Suspecb not, Anna, that their fate is bard; 

Kot soon does aiigbt to which mild fancies dWg 
In lonely spots, become a slighted thing;) 

Those silent Inmates now no longer share, 

' Nor do they need, our hospitable care, 

Bemoved in kindness from fheir glassy Cell 
To the fresh waters of a living Well— 

An elfin pool so sheltered that its rest 
"No winds dbturh; the mirror of whose breast 
Is smooth as clear, save where with dimples small 
A fiy may settle, or a blossom fall. 

•^There swims, of blazing sun and heating shower 
Pearless (hut how obscured I) the golden Power, 
That from his bauble prison used to cast 
G-leams by the richest jewel unsurpast; 

And near him, darkling like a sullen Gnome, 

The silver Tenant of the cxystal domo*; 

VOL. IV. ^ 
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DisseTered both from all the mysteries 
Of hue and altering shape that charmed all eyes. ^ 
Alas! they pined, they languished while they shone; 
And, if not so, what matters beauty gone 
And admiration lost, by change of place 
That brings to the inward creature no disgrace ? 
-.But if the change restore his birthright, then, 
"Whate’er the difference, boundless is the gain.. .. 
Who can divine what impulses from Grod 
Beach the caged lark, within a town-abode, 

From his poor inch or two of daisied sod ? 

O yield him back his privilege!—No sea 
Swells like the bosom of a man set free; 

A wilderness is rich with liberty. 

Boll on, ye spouting whales, who die or keep 
Your independence in theiathomlesr Beep! 

Spread, tiny nautilus, the living sail; 

Bive, at«thy choice, or brave the freshening gale! 

If unreproved the ambitious eagle mount 
Sunward to seek the dayliglit in its fount, 

Bays, gulfs, and ocean’s Indian wddth, slmll be, 

Till the world perishes, a field for thee! 

While musing here I sit in shadow cool, 

And watch these mute Companions, in the pool, 
(Among reflected boughs of leafy trees) 

By glimpses caught—disporting at their ease, 
Enlivened, braced, by hardy luxuries, 

1 ask what warrant fixed them (Hke a spell 
Of witchcraft fixed them) in the crystal cell; 

To wheel with languid motion round and round, 
Beautiful, yet in mournful durance bound. 

Their peace, perhaps, our lightest footfall marred j ‘ 
On their quick sense our sw^eetest music jarred; 



lilbERTY. 


^ nd whitlier could they dart, if seized with fear P 
jXo bVeltering stone, no tangled root was near. 
When lire or taper ceased to cheer the room, 

They wore away the night in starless gloom; 

And, when the sun first dawned upon the streams, 
How faint their portion of hia vital beams! 

Thus, and unable to complain, they fared, 

WTiiie not one joy of ours by them was shared. 

Is there a clierishcd bird (I venture now 
To snatch a sprig from Chaucer’s reverend brow)— 
Is there a bririant fondling of the cage, 

Though sure of plaudits on his costly stage, 

Though fed with dainties from the snow-white hand 
Of a kind mistress, fairest of the land, 

'Myit gladly "would escape; and, if need were, 

Scatter the colours from the plumes that bear 
The cmaucipnted captive through blithe air 
Into strange woods, ’vliere he at large may iiv© 

'On best or worst which they and Nature give ? 

The beetle loves his unpretending track. 

The snail the house he carries on his back; 

The far-fetched worm with pleasure would disown 
The bed we give him, though of softest down; 

A noble instinct; in all kinds the same. 

All ranks! AV’^liat Sovereign, worthy of the name. 
If doomed to breathe against his lawful will 
An element that flatters liim—^to kill, 

But would rejoice to barter outward show 
For the least boon that freedom can bestow ? 

But most the Bard is true to inborn right, 

Lark of the dawn, and Pliilomel of night, 

Exults in freedom, can with rapture vouch 
For the dear blessings of a lowly couch, 



8S4 


HI&CELLAKEO0S POEMS. 


I V 

A natural meal—days, months, from Nature’s hand y. 
Time, place, and business, all at his command !-^ ^ 

Who bends to haj^ier duties, who more wise 
Than the industrious Poet, taught to pnze, 

Above all grandeur, a pure life uncrossed 
Py cores in which simplicity is lost ? 

..That life—the flowery path that winds by stealth— 
Which Horace needed for his spirit’s health; 

Sighed for, in heart and genius, overcome 
By noise and strife, and questions wearisome, 

And the vain splendours of Imperial Home ?— 

Let easy mirth his social hours inspire, 

And fiction animate his sportive Ij^re, 

Attuned to verse that, crowning light Pistress 
With garlands, cheats her into liappincss; 

Give me the humblest note^of those ^ad strain^ 
Drawn forth by pressure of his gilded chains. 

As a chaficosunbeam from his memory fell 
Upon the Sabine farm he loved ho well; 

Or when the prattle of Blandusia’s spring 
Haunted his ear—he only listening— 

He, proud to please, above all rivals, fit 
To win the palm of gaiety and wit; 

He, doubt not, with involuntary dread. 

Shrinking from each new favour to be shed, 

By the world’s Buler, on his honoured head! 

In a deep vision’s intellectual scene. 

Such earnest longings and regrets as keen 
Depressed the melancholy Cowley, laid 
Und^ a fancied yew-ti*ee*8 luckless shade; 

A^ doleful bower for penitential song, 

l^ere Man and Muse complained of mutual vnoDg ; 
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Cam’s ideal current glided by, 
antique towers nodded their foreheads high, 
Cita^.l'* dear to studious privacy. 

But Fortune, who had long been used to sport 
With this tried Servant of a tliankless Court, 
Belenting mot his wishes; and to you 
The remnant of his days at least was true; 

Tou,^ whom, though long deserted, he loved best; 
You, Muses, books, fields, libert}^ and rest! 

Far happier the}' who, fixing hope ai.d aim 
On the humanities of peaceful fame, 

Enter betimesVith more than martial fire 
The generous course, aspire, and still aspire; 

Upheld by \Yamiugs lieeded not too late 
.Stifle the contradictions of their fate. 

And to one purpose cleave, their Being’s godlike mate! 

Thusy; gifted Friejid, but with the placid brow 
That woman ne’er should forfeit, keep thy vow; 

With modest scorn reiect whate’er would blind 

i *** 

The ethereal eyesight, cramp the winged mind! 

Then, with a blessing granted from above 
To eveiy act, word, thought, and look of love, 

Life’s book for Thee ina}'^ lie unclosed, till age 
Shall with a thankful tear bedrop its latest page*. 

1829. 


* Thoro Is now, alas I no possibility of the anticipation, with which tlia 
above Epistle concludes, being realised; nor were the verses ever sees by 
the Individual for whom they wore intended. She accompanied lier hus¬ 
band, the Bev. Wm. Fletcher, to India, and died of cholera, at the age 
thirty-two or thirty-throo yean, on her way from Shalapore to Bombay, 
dooply lamented by all who knew her. 

Her enihusiasm was ardent, her piety stead&st; and her great talents 
would have enabled her to be omineutly uscOil in the diffioult path of Ufa 
to which she had been called. The opinion ehe entertained of hw own 
performauces, given to the world under her maiden namo, Jewsbury, was 
nuNteat and humble, and, indeed, &r below their merits; as is often ths 
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POOR ROBIN.* 

[I OVTSK ABk myself yrhax 'mil become of Bydal Mount after our 
«r->day. Will the old walls and steps remain in front of the house 
and about the grounds, or will they be swept away wi^h all 
the b^utifiil mosses and ferns and wild geraniums and other 
dowers which their rude construction sulfered and encouraged 
to grow among them ?—This little "wild flower— “Poor Robin'’ 
—is here constantly courting my attention, and exciting what 
may be called a domestic interest with tlie Varying aspects of 
its stalks and leaves and flowers. Strangely do the tastes of 
men differ according to their employment and haluts of life. 
“What a nice w'ell would that be,” said a labouring man to 
me ono day, “if all that rubbish was cleared off.” The 
** rubbish’* w'as some of the most beautiful mosses and lichee^ 
and ferns and r)ther wild growths that co^uld possibly be seen. 
Defend us from the tyranny of trimness and neatnese showing 
itself in this way ! Chatterton says of freedom—“Upon her 
head vfild weeds -were spread” and depend'upon it if “the 
marvellous boy” liad undertaken t6 give Flora a garland, he 
would have preferred whnt we are apt to call weeds to garden- 
flowers. True taste has an eye for both. Weeds have been 
called flowers out of place. I fear the place most people would 
asmgn to them is too limited. Let them come near to our 
abodes, as surely they may without impropriety or disorder.] 

Now wlien the primrose makes a splendid show, 

And lilies face the March-winds in full blow, 

And humbler growths as moved w'ith one desire 
Put on, to welcome spring, their best attire, 

Poor Pobin is yet flowerless; but how gay 
'VTith his red stalks upon this sunny day! 

case with those who are making trial of their powers, with a h(^ to dis¬ 
cover what they are best fitted for. In ono qu^lty, viz., quiokuess in the 
niotioas of her mind, she had, within the range of the Author's acquaint- 
anee, no equal. 

* The sa^ wild Geranium known by that name. 
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s And, as his thffcs of leaves lie spreads, content 
•v':^th a hard bed and scanty nourishment, 
Mif^f^Tvith the green, some shine not lacking power 
To rival summer’s brightest scarlet flower; 

And flowers they well might seem to passers-by 
If looked at only with a careless eye; 

Plowers—or a richer produce (did it suit 

The; season) sprinklings of ripe strawberry fruit. '" 

But while a thousand pleasures come unsought, 

Why fix upon his wealth or want a thought ? 

Is the string touched in prelude to a lay 
Of pretty fancies that would round him play 
When all the world acknowledged elfin sway ? 

Or does it suit our humour to commend 
fcPoor Bobin as a sure and crafty IHend, 

Whose practice teaches, ^pite of names to show 
Briglft colours whether they deceive or no ?— 

Nay, w'O woiild simply praise the free good-will 
With which, though, slighted, he, on naked hill 
Or in warn., valley, seeks his part to fill; 

Cheerful alike if bare of flowers as now, 

Or when his tiny gems shall deck his brow: 

Yet more, we wish that men by men despised, 

And such as lift their foreheads overprized, 

Should sometimes think, where’er they chance to spy 
This child of Nature’s own humility. 

What recompense is kept in store or left 
Pop all that seem neglected or bereft; 

WiJi^ what nice caro equivalents aro given. 

How just, how bounttful, the hand of Heaven. 

MAorn, ]8i0* 
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THE GLEANEH. 

SUGGESTED DT A nCTUEE. 

[This poem vras first printed in the Annual called the ^^KeepsiEke.^ 
The painter’s name 1 am not sure of, hut 1 think it was Holmes.] 

Thxt happy gleam of* vernal eyes, 

Those locks from summer's golden skies, 

That o'er thy brow are shed; 

That cheek—a kindling of the morn, 

That lip—a rose-bud from the thorn, 

I saw; and Fancy sped ^ 

To scenes Arcadian, whispering, through soft air, 
Of bliss that grow's without a care, 

And happiness that never fli^S— 

(How can it where love never dies ?) 

Whispering of promise, where no blight 
Can reach the innocent delight; 

Where pity, to the mind conveyed 
In pleasure, is the darkest shade 
That Time, uuwrinkled grandsire, flings 
From his smoothly gliding wings. 

What mortal form, what earthly face 
Inspired the pencil, lines to trace. 

And mingle colours, that should breed 
Such rapture, nor want power to feed; 

For had thy charge been idle flowers. 

Fair Darned! o'er my captive mind, 

To truth and sober reason blind, 
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’Mid tbat soft air, those long-lost bowers, 

^ The sweet illusion might have hung, for. hours. 

Thanks to this tell-tale sheaf of com. 

That touchingly bespeaks thee bom 
Life’s daily tasks with them to share 
Who, whether from their lowly bed 
They rise, or rest the weary head, 

• Ponder the blessing they entreat 
Prom Heaven, and feel w’hat they repeat, 
While they give utterance to the prayer 
That asks for diiily bread. 

1823. 


VI. 


TO A IIEDBREAST~(1N SICKNESS.) 

[Alvc^T the only verses jy our lamented Sister Sara HatebiMon.] 

r 

Stat, little cheerful Bobin! stay. 

And at my casement sing, 

Though it should prove a farewell lay 
And this our parting spring. 

Though I, alas! may ne’er enjoy 
The promise in thy song; 

A charm, that thought can not destroy, 

Doth to thy strain belong. 

Methints that in my dying hour 
Thy song would still be dear, 

And with a more than earthly power 
My passing Spirit cheer. 
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Then, little Bird, this boon confer^ 

Come, and mj requiem sing, 

Nor fail to be the harbinger 
Of everlasting Spring. 

S. IL 


YU. 

I KKOW an aged Man constrained to dwell 
In a large house of public charity, 4 
Where he abides, as in a Prisoner’s cell, 

With numbers near, alas! no company. 

When he could creep about, at will, though poor 
And forced to live on almr, this old Man fed 
A Bedbreast, one that to his cottage door 
Came net, but in a lane partool^ his bread. 

There, at the root of one particular tree, 

An easy seat this worn-out Labourer found 
While Eobin pecked the crumbs upon his knee 
Laid one by one, or scattered on the ground. 

Dear intercourse was theirs, day after day; 
What signs of mutual gladness when they met 1 
Think of their common peace, their simple play, 
The parting moment and its fond regret. 

Months passed in love that failed not to fulfil, 

In spite of season’s change, its own demand, 

By fluttering pinions here and busy bill; 

There by caresses from a tremulous hand. 
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(^Thua in the ehosen spot a tie so strong 
^Was formed between the solitar^r pair, 

when his fate had housed him mid a throng 
The Captive shunned all converse proffered there. 

Wife, children, kindred, they were dead and gone 
But, if no evil hap his wishes crossed, 

.One living Stay was left, and on that one 
Some recompense for all that he had lost. 

O that the good old Man had power to prove, 

By message sent through air or visible token, 

That still he loves the Bird, and still must love; 
That friendship lasts though fellowship is broken! 

1846. 


VITI. 

SONNET. 

(to an octogenarian.) 

Aepectionb lose their object; Time briugs forth 
No successors; and, lodged in memory, 

If love exist no longer, it must die,— 

Wanting accustomed food, must pass from earth. 
Or never hope to reach a second birth. 

This sad belief, the happiest that is left 
To thousands, share not Thou ; howe’er bereft, 

’ Scorned, or neglected, fear not such a dearth. 
Though poor and destitute of friends thou art, 
Perhaps the sole survivor of thy race. 
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One to whom Heaven assigns that montiiful paPt 
The utmost solitude of age to face, 

Still shall be left some comer of the heart 
liVliere Love for Uving Thing can £ad a place. 

184G. 


IX. 


FLOATING ISLAND. 

[Mr poor sister takes a pleasoi'e in repeating these verses, \rhich she 
composed not long before the beginning of her sad illness.] 

These lines aro by the Author of the Address to the Wind, Ac. 
published heretofore along with my Poems. The above W a 
Itedbreast are by a deceased female lielative. 

HAUMO^fious Powers with Nature ■v\vork 
On sky, earth, river, late and sea; 

6unshm<^ and cloud, whirlwind and bret.>ze, 

All in one duteous task agree. 

Once did I see a slip of earth 

(By throbbing waves long undermined) 

lioosed from its hold; how, no one knew, 

But all might see it float, obedient to the wind; 

Might see it, from the mossy shore 
Dissevered, float upon the Lake, 

Float with its crest of trees adorned 
On which the warbling birds their pastime take. 

Food, shelter, safety, there they find; 

There hemes ripen, flowerets bloom; 

There insects live their lives, and die; 

A peopled world it is; in size a tin/ room. 
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And thus through many seasons’ space 
•I'tsi'*. little Island may survive; 

But Mature, though we mark her not, 

Will take away, may cease to give. 

Perchance when you are wandering forth 
Upon some vacant sunny day, 

Without an object, hope, or fear, 

Thither your ejea may turn—the Isle is passed away; 

Buried beneath thf' glittering Lake, 

Its place no longer to be found; 

Yet the lost fragments shall rcmai?'. 

To fertilize some other ground. 

r» w 


X. 

•MM. ® 

' How beautiful the Queen of Night, on high 
Her way pursuing among scattered clouds. 
Where, ever and anon, her head she shrouds 
Hidden from view in dense obscurity. 

But look, and to the watchful eye 
A brightening edge will indicate that soon 
We shall behold the struggling Moon 
Break forth,—again to walk the clear blue sky. 
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[ “ No faculty yet given me to espy 

The dodey Bhaiie withm her arms imbound.’* 

Aftemrards, when I could not avoid fleeing it, I wondered at 
and tlie more so because, like most ^ildren, 1 hod been 
in the habit of watching the moon through all her changes, 

' and had often continued to gaze at it when at the full, till half 
blinded.] 

‘ Late, latt\.YCstroou I saw the now inoouc 
Wi* tho auld moone in hir ai'iuo.' 

Ballad iff Sir Patrick Spener, Pcrvjf'i Rdiqycs, 

Once I could hail (howe’er serene tlie sky) 

The Moon re-entering her monthly round, 

No faculty yet given me ti# espy , 

The dusky Shape within her arms imbound, 

That thki memento of effulgence lost 

"Which some have named her Predecessor’s ghost* 

Young, like the Crescent that above me shone, 
Nought I perceived withiu it dull or dim; 

All that appeared was suitable to One 
"Whose fancy had a thousand fields to skim; 

To expectations spreading with wild growth, 

And hope that kept with me her plighted troth. 

I saw (ambition quickening at the view) 

A silver boat launched on a boundless flood; 

A pearly crest, like Dian’s when it threw 
Its brightest splendour round a leafy wood; 

But not a hint from under-ground, no sign 
JPit for the glimmering brow of Proserpine. 
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Or was it Dian*s self that seemed to move 
Before me ?—^nothing blemished the fair sight; 

On. h<ar I looked whom jocund IPairies love, 

Cynthia, who puts the little stars to flight. 

And by that thinning magnifies the great, 

For exaltation of her sovereign state. 

And w'hen I learned to mark the spectral Sha](K3 
As each new Moon obeyed the call of Time, 

If gloom fell on mo, swift was my escape; 

Such happy privilege hath life’s gay Prime, 

To see or not to see, as best may please 
A buoyant Spirit, and a heart at ease. 

Now, dazzling Stranger! when thou meet’st my 
glancfj, 

Thf* dark Associate ever I discern; 

Emblem of thoughts too eager to advance 
‘While I salute my*joys, tlioughts sad or stem ; 
Shades of past bliss, or phantoms that, to gain 
Their fill of promised lustre, wait in vq,in. 

So changes mortal Life with fleeting years; 

A mournful change, should Beasou fail to bring 
The timely insight that can temper fears, . 

And from vicissitude remove its stiug; 

While Faith aspires to seats in that domain 
Where joys are perfect—neither wax nor wane. 

1826L 
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XIT. 

TO THE LADY FLEMING, 

os SEEIKO THE TOtTNOATIOS PAEPARIHO FOB THE ERECnOV OF 
RYPAL CHAPEL, WESTMORELASE. 

£[AFxa« ihanking La<lj Flomiug in prose for the serrico die had done 
to her ueighhonrhood hy eroding this Cha])el, I have nothing 
to say beyond the expresdon of regret that the architect did 
not fhmish an elcTatimi bettor snit^ to the site in a narrow 
mountain-pass, and, hat is of mure consequence, better con¬ 
structed in the interior for the purposes of worship. It has no 
chancel; the altar is unbecomingly coniined ; the pews aro so 
narrow as to preclude the possibility of kneeling with comfort; 
there is no vestry; and what ought to have been first mon- 
tioued, the font, instead of standing at its proper place at the 
entrance, is thrust into the farther end of a pew. When these 
defects shall be pointed out to the munificent PatroneBB, they*^ 
will, it is hoped, be corrected ] 


1 . 

Blest is this Isle—our nptivc Land; 
Where battlement and in'oatcd gate 
Are objects only for the hand 
Of hoary Time to decorate; 

Where shady hamlet, town that breathes 
Its busy smoke in social wreaths, 

No rampait*s stem defence require, 
Nought but the heaven-directed spire, 
And steeple tower (with pealing bells 
Par-heard)—our only citadels. 


zr. 

O Bady! from a noble line 
Of chieftains sprung, who stoutly bore 
The spear, yet gave to works divine 
A bounteous help in days of yoi'e, 
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A 

(As records mouldering in the Dell 
Of Niglitshade * ha[)ly yet may telJ;) 
Tbecukindred aspirations moved 
To build, within a vale beloved, 

Tor Him upon whose high behests 
All peace depends, all safety rests. 

' nr. 

How fondly will the woods embrace 
This daughter of thy pious care, 
Lifting her front with modest 
To make a fair recess more fair; 

And to exalt the passing hour; 

Or soothe it with a healing power 
Drawn from the Sacrifice fulfilled. 
Before this rugged soil was tilled, 

Or human liahitation rose 
To interrupt the deep repose! 


IV. 

Well may the villagers rejoice ! 

Nor heat, nor cold, nor weary Avays, 

Will be a hindrance to the voice 
That would unite in prayer and praise; 
Isidore duly shall wild wandering Youth 
lEeceive the curb of* sacred truth, 

Shall tottering Age, bent earthw ard, hear 
The Promise, with uplifted ear; 

And all shall welcome the new ray 
Imparted to their sabhath-day. 


* Bokangs Ohyll—or the doll of Nightshiule—iu which stouds ICaiy’* 

Abbey iu Low Fumoss, 

VOL. IT. 
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V. 

Not deem the Poet's hope misplaced, 
His fancy cheated—^that can see 
A shade upon the future cast, 

Of time's pathetic sanctity; 

Gan hear the monitory clock 
Sound o’er the lake with gentle shock. 

At evening, when the ground beneath 
Is ruffled o’er with cells of death; 

Where happy generations lie, 

Here tutored for eternity. 

VI. 

Lives there a man whose sole delights 
Are trivial pomp and city noise, 
Hardening a heart that loathes or slights 
What every natural heart enjoy s ? 

Who never caught a noon-tide dream * 
Pr&m murmur of a runniug stream; 
Could strip, for aught the^ prospect yields 
To him, their verdure from the fields; 
And take the radiance from the clouds 
In which the sun his setting shrouds. 

VIJ. 

A soul so pitiably forlorn. 

If such do on this earth abide, 

May season apathy with scorn, 

May turn indifierence to pride; 

And still be not unblest—compared 
With him who grovels, self-debarred 
From all that lies within the scope 
Of holy faith and Christian hope; 

Or, shipwrecked, kindles on the coast 
False fires, that others may be lost. 
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VIII. 

Alas! that such perverted zeal 

Shoi'ld spread on Britain’s favoured ground! 

That public order, private weal, 

Should e’er have felt or feared a wound 
From champions of the desperate law 
Which from their own blind hearts they draw; 
•Who tempt their reason to deny 
God, whom their passions dare defy, 

And boast that they alone are fre j 
"Who reach this dire extremity ^ 

IX. 

But turn we from these * bold bad ’ men ; 

The w'ay, mild Lady! that hath led 
Down to their * dark opprobrious den,’ 

Is all too rough for Thee to tread. 

Softly as morning vapours glide 
Down Tiyclal-core^from Fairfield’s side. 

Should move the 'tenor of his song 
Who means to charity no wrong; 

Whose offering gladly \vould arcord 
With this day’s work, in thought and word. 

X. 

Heaven prosper it! may peace, and love. 

And hope, and consolation, fall, 

Through its meek influence, from above. 

And penetrate the hearts of all; 

All who, around the hallowed Fane, 

Shall sojourn in this fair domain; 

Grateful to Thee, -while service pure, 

And ancient ordinance, shall endure, 

For opportunity bestowed 

To knepl together, and adore their God! 

/ z 2 
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XIII. 

OX THE SAME OCCASION. 

Oh! gather whencesoe'er ye saicly may 
The hcl]> liieli sliickctiiug Piety rcquirea; 
Nor deem tliat. lie perforce must go :iatriiy 
Who treads ujtuii the footmarks of his su'cs, 


Oar churches, invariably poiLaps, stand east and west, but is 
liy few persons c^ncthj known; nor, that the degree of deviation 
iirom due east often noticeable in the ancient ones was <letcrmined, 
in each i)articular case, by the point in the liorizon, at which 
the sim rose upon the day of the saint to whom the church was 
dedicated. These observances of our ancestors, aud the causes 
of them, are the subject of tiie following stanzas. 

When in tlie antique age of bow and spear 
And feudal rapine clothed with iron mail, 

Came tninisters of peace, intbnt to rear 
The Mother Church in yon ^questcred vale; 

Then, to her Patron Saint a previous 3‘ite 
Eesounded wdth deep swell and solemn close, 
Through unremitting vigils of the night, 

Till from his couch the wished-for Sun uprose. 

He rose, and straight—as by divine command, 
They, who had waited for that sign to trace 
Their work*s foundation, gave with careful hand 
To the high altar its determined place; 

Mindful of Him who in the Orient born 
There lived, aud on the cross his life resigned. 

And who, from out the regions of the m^n, 

Issuing in pomp, shall come to judge yankind. 
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So taught their creed;—nor failed the eastern sky, 
’Mid these more awful feelings, to infuse 
The sweet and natural hopes that shall not die. 
Long as the sun his gladsome course renews. 

For us hath such prelusive vigil ceased; 

Yet still wo plant, like men of elder days 
Our Christian altar faithful to the east, 

"\Vhence the tall window drinks the morning rays; 

Tliat obvious erahlcni giving to tlie eye 
Of meek dvrvotion, u-hich erewh'It? it gave. 

That symbol of the daj^-spring from on high, 
Triumphant o’er the darliness of tlie grave. 

1823. 


XIV. 

THli IlOia OF EGliEMONT CASTLE. 

[A lEADlTlON transferred from the ancient innnsion of llntton 
the scat of the Hudlestous, to Egreinont Castle.] 

Fee the Brothers through the gateway 
Issued forth with old and young, 

To the Horn Sir Eustace pointed 
Which for ages there had hung. 

Horn it was which none could sound, 

No one upon living ground, 

Save He who came as rightful Heir 
To ’Earnout’s Domains and Castle fair* 
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Heirs &om times of earliest record , 

Had the House of Lucie bom. 

Who of right had held the Lordship 
Claimed by proof upon the Horn: 

Each at the appointed hour 

Tried the Horn,—it owned his power; 

He was acknowledged: and the blast, 

W^hich good Sir Eustace sounded, was the last. 


With his lance Sir Eustace pointed, 

And to Ilube^'t thus said he, 

** What I apeak this Horn shall witness 
Eor thy better memory. 

Hear, tlien, and neglect me not! 

At this time, and on this spot. 

The words ai*e uttered A’om my hfiart, ^ 

As my last earnest prayer ere we depart. 

« ^ 0 


On good service we are going 
Life to risk by sea and laud, 

In which course if Christ oiir Saviour 
Ho my sinful soul demand, 

Hither come thou back straightway, 

Hubert, if alive that day; 

Hetum, and sound the Horn, that we 
May have a living House still left in thee! ** 


** Fear not,** quickly answered Hubert; 

As I am thy Father’s son. 

What thou askest, noble Brother, 

With Glod*s favour shall be done.” 
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So were ^ jth right well content: 

Forth they from the Castle went, 
at the head of their Array 
To Palestine the Brothers took their way. 


Side by side they fought (the Lucies 
Were a line for valour famed) 

** And where’er their strokes alighted. 

There the Saracens were tamed. 

Whence, then, could it come—th- thought— 

By what evil spirit brought i. 

Oh! can a brave Man wish to take 

His Brother’s life, for Lands’ and Castle’s sake ? 


“ Sir! ” the Kultiaiis said to Hubert, 
‘‘Beep he lies in Jordan flood.” 

Stricken by this ill assurance, 

Pale and trembling Hubert stood. 

“ Take your earnings.”—Oh! that I 
Could have seen my Brother die ! 

It was a pang that vexed him then; 

And oft returned, again, and yet again. 

Months passed on, and no Sir Eustace! 
Nor of him were tidings heard; 
Wherefore, bold as day, the Murderer 
Back again to England steered. 

To his Castle Hubert sped; 

Nothing has he now to dread. 

But silent and by stealth he came, 

And at an hour which nobody could name. 
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None could tell if it were niglit-timr,' 
Night or day, at even or mom; 

No one's eye had seen him enter, ^ 
No one's ear had heard the Horn. 

But bold Hubert lives in glee: 

Months and years went smilingly; 

With plenty was his table spread; 

JLnd bright the Lady is who shares his bed. 


Likewise he had sons and daughters; 

And, as gooi^ien do, he sate . 

At his board by these surrounded, 

Flourishing in lair estate. 

And while thus in open da}*" 

Once he sate, as old hooks say, 

A blast was uttered from the Horh, ^ 

Where by the Castle-gate it hung forlorn. 

♦ 

t 

*Tis the breath of good Sir Eustace! 

He is come to claim his right: 

Ancient castle, woods, and mountain's 
Hear the challenge with delight. 

Huberlrl though the blast be blown 
He is helpless and aloue: 

Thou hast a dungeon, speak the word! 

And there he may he lodged, and thou be Lord, 


Speak!—astounded Hubert cannot; 
And, if power to speak be had, 

All are daunted, all the household 
Smitten to the heart, and sad. 
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Sir'Eustace; if it be 
Living man, it must be he! 

Thus Hubert thought in his dismay, 
And by a poatern-gate he slunk away. 


Long, and long was he unheard of; 

To his Brother then he came, 

® Made confession, asked forgiveness, 
Asked it by a brother’s name, 

And by all the saints in heaven; 

And of Eustace was forgiven ‘jf/ 

Then in a convent went to hide 

His 'nelanclioly head, and there he died. 


But Sir Kustao-e, wh,oin good angels 
Mad preserved from murderers’ hands, 

And froln Pagq.n«chaius had rescued, 

Lived with honour on his lands. 

Sons he had, saw sons of theirs: 

And through ages, heirs of heirs, 

A long posterity renowned, 

Sounded the Horn which they alone could sound. 

1806. 



m 


lUSdLUlVBOUS FOS1I& 


XT. 

« 

GOODY BLAKE AND HARRY GILL. 

A TRITE STOltr. 

t 

rWftiXTBE at Alfoxdon. The incident from Dr. Darwin’s 2k>^omia.] 

Oh ! ivliat's the matter P what's the matter P 
What is’t thdJif^^la young Harry Gill ? 

That evermore his teeth they chatter, 

Chatter, chatter, chatter still! 

Of waistcoats Harry has no lack, 

Good duffle grey, and flannel hne; 

He has a blanket on his back, ** 

And coats enough to smother nine. 


In March, December, and in July, 

’Tis all the same with Harry Gill; 

The neighbours tell, and tell you truly, 
His teeth they chatter, cliatter still. 

At night, at morning, and at noon, 

’Tis all the same with Harry Gill; 
Beneath the sun, beneath the moon, 
His teeth they chatter, chatter stilll 


Young Harry was a lusty drover, 
And who so stout of limb as he P 
His cheeks were rod as ruddy clover; 
His voice was like the voice of three. 



OOODT BLAKB AND HASBT OILL. 

Old Goody Blake was old and poor; 
Ill fed she was, and thinly dad; 

And any man who passc'd her door 
Might see hOw poor a hut she had. 


All day she spun in her poor dwelling: 
And then her three hours’ work at night, 
Alas! ’twaa hardly worth the teUing, 

It would not pay for candle-light. 

Bemote from sheltered village-green, 

On a hill’s northern side sh^^ ^'welt, 

Where from sea-blasts the hawthorns lean. 
And hoary dews are slow to melt. 


By the sa^uo lire to boil their pottage, 
IVo poor old Dames, as I have known, 
Will olten live J!i one small cottage ; • 
But she, poor Woman! housed alone. 
’Twas well enough when summer came, 
The long, warm, lightsome summer-day. 
Then at her door the canty Dame 
Would sit, as any linnet, gay. 


But when the ice our streams did fetter. 
Oh then how her old bones would sliake! 
You would have said, if you had met her, 
’Twaa a hard time for Goody Blake. 

Her evenings then were dull and dead: 
Sad cose it was, as you may think, 

Hoi very cold to go to bed; 

And then for cold not sleep a wink. 
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O joy for her! whene’er in winter 
The winds at night had made a rout , 
And scattered many a lusty splinter 
And many a rotten bough aboul;. 

Yet never had she, well or sick, 

As every man who knew lier says, 
Apde beforehand, tiiif or stick, 
!Enough to warm her for three days. 


Now, when the frost was past enduring- 
And made her’poor old bones to ache, 
Could any thing be more alluring 
Than an old hedge to Goody Blake? 
And, now and then, it must be said, 
When her old bones ’w ere cold and chill. 
She left her fire, or left her bed. 

To seek the hedge of Harry, Gill. 


Now Harry he had long suspected 
This trespass of old Goody Blalie; 

And vowed that she should be detected— 
That he on her would vengeance take. 
And oft from his warm fire he’d go, 

'And to the fields his road would take; 
And there, at night, in frost and snow, 
He watched to seize old Goody Blake. 


And onoe, behind a rick of barley, 
Thus looking out did Harry stand: 
The moon was full and shining clearly. 
And erisp with frost the stubble land. 
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—Ho fiears a noise—^he’s all awake— 
.Again ?—on tip-toe down tke hill 
softly creeps—*iis Goody Blake; 
She’s at the hedge of Harry Gill! 


Bight glad was ho when he beheld her: 
Stick after stick did Goody pull; 

He stood behind a. hush of elder, 

Till she li.nd tilled her apron foll- 
"Whin with her load she about, 

The by-way back again to l^ike j 
He started forward, with a shout, 

And sprang upon poor Goody Blake. 


jVnd fiercely by the*arm he took her, 

And by the arn^he held her fast, 

And fiercely by^ the arm lie shook her, 

And cried, “ I’ve caught you then at last!” 
Then Goody, who had nothing said. 

Her bundle from her lap let fall; 

And, kneeling on the sticks, she prayed 
To God that is the judge of all. 


She prayed, her withered hand uprearing^ 
"While Harry held her by the arm— 

God ! wdio art never out of hearing, 

O may he never more he warm ! ” 

The cold, cold moon above her head. 

Thus on her knees did Goody pray; 
Young Harry heard what she had said; 
And icy cold he turned away. 
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He went comploiiiiDg all the morrow' 
That he was cold and very chill; 

His face was gloom, his heart was sorrow; 
Alas! that day for itarry Gill! 

That day he wore a riding-coat, 

But not a whit the warmer he: 
j^othcr was on Thursday brought, 

A^nd ere the Sabbath he had three. 

*Twas all in Qin, a useless matter, ^ 

And blankets w4re about him pinned; 
Tet still his jaws and teeth they clatter; 
Like a loose casement in the wind. 

And Harry’s flesh it fell away; 

And all who see him say, ’tis plain^ 

That, live as long as live he may, 

He nercr will be warm again. i 


Ho word to any man he utters, 
A-bed or up, to young or old; 

But ever to himself he mutters, 

“ Poor Harry Gill is very cold.” 
A-bed or up, by night or day; 

His teeth they chatter, chatter stilL 
How think, ye farmers all, I pray. 
Of Goody Blake and Harry Gill! 


1793. 



351 


XVT. 

rnELUDE, 

PRBFIXSD TO THE TOLUHE ENTITLED ** POEVS CniEFLT OW EAELT 
« AND LATE TEARS.” ^ 

[These Terscs were licgun wLilc I wap on a visif to my son Jobn at 
BrigLam, and were finished at Ryd:d. the contents of the 
Tolame, to which vhey are now pretixQ/^ will bo assigned to 
their res[)lctlve classes when ruy f'*' shall be collected ia 
one volume, 1 should ttc at a loss wiiere with propriety to place 
this prelude, being too restricted in its beariug to serve for -a 
preface for tlie whole. The lines towards the conclusion allude 
to the discontents then fomented thj*ough the country hy the 
agitators of the Anti-Corn >Law League : the particular causes 
of such troubles are tinnsitory, but disposition to excite and 
liability to be excited are licvertlicless permanent, and therefore 
proper objects for the poet’s regard.] 

r (- ■ 

la desultory walk through orchard grounds, 

Or some deep chestnut grove, oft have 1 paused 
The while a Thinish, urged rather than restrained 
By gusts of vernal storm, attuned his song 
To his own genial instincts; and wan heard 
(Though not without some plaintive tones between) 
To utter, above showers of blossom swept 
!From tossing bougbs, the promise of a calm, 

Which the unsheltered traveller might receive 
With thankful spirit. The descant, and the wind 
That seemed to play wdth it in love or scorn, 
Encouraged and endeared the strain of words 
That haply flowed from me, by fits of silence 
Impelled to livelier pace. But now, my Book! 
Charged with those lays, and others of like mood. 
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Or loftier pitch if higher rose the theme, 

Gk), single—yet aspiring to be joined 

With thy Forerunners that through many a jcar 

Have faitlifully prepared each other’s way— 

Go forth upon a mission best fulfilled 
When and wherever, in this changeful world, 

Tower hath been given to please for higher ends 
Than pleasure only; gladdening to prepare 
For wholesome sadness, troubling to refine, 

Calming to raise; and, by a sapient Art 
Diffused througlf^Hlie mysteries of our Being, 
Softening the toils and pains that have not ceased 
To cast their shadows on our mother Eartli 
Since the primeval doom. Such is the grace 
Which, though unsued for, fails not to descend 
With heavenly inspiration; k^uch the aim 
That Keaaon dictates; and, as even the wish 
Has virtue in it, why should hopfe co me 
Be wanting that sometimes, whefe fancied ills 
Harass tlie mind and strip from off the bowers 
Of private life their natural pleasantness, 

A Voice—devoted to tlie love whose seeds 
Are sown in every human breast, to beauty 
Lodged within compass of the humblest sight, 

To cheerful intercourse with wood and field, 

And sympathy with man’s substantial griefs— 

Will not be heard in vain ? And in those days 
When unforeseen distress spreads far and wide 
Among a People mournfully cast down, 

Op into anger roused by venal words 
In recklessness flung out to overturn 
The judgment, and divert the general heart 
From mutual good—some strain of thine, my Book f 
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CiiugHt at pi opitious, intervals, may win 
^Jjisteners who not unwillingly admit 
Kindly emotion tending to console 
And reconcile; and both with young and old 
Exalt th8 sense of thoughtful gratitude 
Eor benefits that still survive, by faith 
In progress, under laws divine, maintained.* 

'^TJOAL MOOKT, 

March 26, 1S42. 
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XVII, 

TO A CHILD. 

WRITTEN IN HER ALBUM. 


JThis quatrain was extciLpore on observing this image, as I had 
often done, on the lawn of Rydal Mount. It was first written 
down in the Album of my Qod-daughter, Botha Quillinan.] 


Shall service is true service while it lasts: 

Of humblest Friends, bright Creature! scorn not onet. 
The Daisy, by the shadow that it casts, 

* Protects the lingering dew-drop from the Sun. 

1834. 
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ITm. 

LINES 

ytSlTTSJS^TS THB ALBU3C OF THE COUNTESS OF LONSDALE. 

- NOT. 5, 1834. 

[This is a faithful picture of that amiable Lady, as she then was. 
The youthfulness of figure and demeanour and habits, which 
she retained in^most unprecedented degree, departed a weiy 
few years after, md,she died without violent dise^ by giadu^ 
decay before she reached the ])eriod of old age.] 

Lady ! a Pen (perhaps with thy regard, 

Among the Favoured, fiivourod not the least) 

Left, *mid the Becords of this Book inscribed. 
Deliberate traces, registers of thought 
And feeH^g, suited to the place s^^d time 
That gave them birth:—months passed, and still this 
hand, 

That had not been too timid to imprint 
Words which the virtues of thy Lord inspired. 

Was yet not bold enough to write of Thee. 

And why that scrupulous reserve ? In sooth 
The blameless cause lay in the Theme itself. 

Flowers are there many that delight to strive 
With the sharp'Wmd, and seem to court the showcri 
Yet are by nature careless of. the sun 
Whether he shine on them or not; and some, 
Where’er he moves along the unclouded sky, 

Turn a, broad front full on his flattering beams t 
Others do rather from their notice shrink. 

Loving the dewy shade,—humble band, 
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Modest ax^d sweet, a progeny of eartli, 

Congeni^ with l^y mind and character, 

High-hom Augusta! 

Witness Towers, and GroTes! 
And [Rioa, wild Stream, that giv'st the honoured name 
Of'Lowther to this ancient Line, bear witness 
Prom thy most secret haunts; and ye Parterres, 
Which She is pleased and proud to call her o^n, 
Witness how oft upon my noble Friend 
Mute offerings, tribute from an inw rd sense 
Of admiration and respectful love, ^ 

Have waited—till the affections could no more 
Hudure that silence, and broke out in song, 

Snatches of music taken up and dropt 
Like those self-solacing, those under, notes 
Trilled by tlv* redbreast, when autumnal leaves 
Arc thin upon the bough. Mine, only mine,' 

The pleasure was^ i nd no one heard the praise, 
Checked, in the mement of its issue, checked 
And reprehended, by a fancied blush 
From the pure qualities that called it forth. 

Thus Virtue lives debarred from Virtue’s meed ^ 
Thus, Lady, is retiroducss a veil 
That, while it only spreads a softening charm 
O’er features looked at by discerning eyes, 
llioes half their beauty from the common gaze; 

And thus, even on the exposed and breezy hill 
Of lofty station, female goodness walks, 

When side by side with lunar gentleness, 

As in a cloister. Yet the grateful Poor 
(Such the immunities of low estate, 

Plain JS’ature’s enviable privilege, 

Her sacred recompence for many wants) 


A AtU 
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Open their hearts before Thee, pouring out 
All that th^ think and feel, with tears of joy; 

And benedictions not unheard in heaven: 

w> 

And friend in the ear of &iend, where speech is free 
To follow truth, is eloquent as they. 

Then let the Book receive in these prompt lines 
A just memorial; and thine eyes consent 
To read that they, who mark thy course, behold 
A life dediniug with the golden light 
Of summer, in the season of sere leaves; 

See cheerfulness tadamped by stealing Time; 

See studied kindness 'liow with easy stream. 
Illustrated witli inborn courtesy; 

And an habitual disregard of self 
Balanced by vigUance for others* weal. 

And shall the Verse not te^ of lighte^f. gifts 
With these ennobling attributes conjoined 
And blended, in peculiar harmony, f • 

By Youth’s surviving spirit ? What agile grace; 

A nymph-like liberty, in nymph-like form, 

Beheld with wonder; whether door or path 
Thou tread; or sweep—^borne on the managed steed— 
Fleet as the shadows, over down or field, 

Driven by strong winds at play among the clouds. 

Yet one word more—one farewell word'—a wish 
Which came, but it has passed into a prayer— 

That, as thy sun in brightness is declining, 

So—an hour yet distant for f&rir sakes 
Whose tender love, here faltering on the way 
Of a diviner love, will be forgiven.— 

So may it set in peace, to rise again 
For everlasting glory won by fiuth. 
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GRACE DARLING. 

Amo^o the dwellers in the silent Reids 
The natural heart is touclied, and public way 
And crowded street resound with ballad strains, 
Inspired by oke whose very name bespeaks 
Favour divine, exalting human lo^ti; 

"Whom, since her birth on bleak Northumbria’s coast, 
Known unto few' but prized as far as known, 

A single Act endears to high and low 

Through the whole land—to Manhood, moved in spite 

Of the world’s freozirg cares—to generous Youth— 

To Infancy, that lisps her praise—to Age 

Whose eve refltVts it, glistening through a tear 

Of tremulous admiration. Such true fame 

Awaits her now; but, verily, good deeds 

Do not imperishable record find 

Save in the rolls of heaven, w^here hers may live 

A theme for angels, w'hcn they celebrate 

The high-souled virtues which forgetful earth 

Has wntnessed. Oh! that winds and waves could speak 

Of things which their united power called forth 

From the pure depths of her humanity! 

A Maiden gentle, yet, at duty’s call, 

Firm and unflinching, as the Lighthouse reared 
On the Island-rock, her lonely dwelling-place; 

Or like the invincible Bock itself that bravds. 

Age after age, the hostile elements, 

As when it guarded holy Cuthbert’s cell. 
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All night the storm had raged,nor ceased,Uor paused, 
Wheu, as day broke, the Maid, through misty air, 
3S^ies far off a Wreck, amid the surf, « 

Beating on one of those disastrous isles^ 

Half of a Vessel, half—no more; the rest 
Had vanished, swallowed up with all that there 
Had for the common safety striven in vain, 

Op thither thronged for refuge. With quick glance* 
Daughter and Sire through optic-gloss discern, 
Clinging about the remnuni of this Ship, 

Creatures—^how plS^cious in the ]Maideii*s sight! 

Por whom, belike, the old Man grieves still more 
Than for their felloe-sufferers engulfed 
Where every parting agony is hushed, 

And hope and fear miv not in further strife. 

** But courage, Father! let us rnit to sca<>- 
A few may yet bo saved.” The Daughter’s word^, 
Her earnest <tone, and look bcamiii^ with faith, 

Dispel the Pathcr’s doubts : nor do they lack 
Tho noble-minded MoUier’.s helping hand 
To launch the boat; and ^\ilh her blessing cheered, 
And inwardly sustained by silent pra} er. 

Together they put forth, Father and Child! 

Bach grasps an oar, and struggling on they go— 
Bivals in effort *, and, alike intent 
Here to elude and there surmount, they watch 
The billows lengthening, mutually crossed 
And shattered, and re-gathering their might; 

As if the tumult, by the Almighty’s will 
Were, in the conscious sea, roused and prolonged 
HThat woman’s fortitude—so tried, so proved-— 

May brighten more and more! 


True to the mark, 
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They stem ihe current of that periloua gorge, 

> Their arms still strengthening with the strengthening 
hfrart, 

Though danger, as the Wreck is neared, becomes 
More iiSminent. Not unseen do they approach; 

And rapture, with varieties of fear 
Incessantly conflicting, thrills the frames 
O^those who, in that dauntless energy, 

Poretaato dclixeranco; hut the least perturbed 
Can scarcely tiust his eyes, when he perceives 
That of the pair—tossed on the wa^v^ss to bring 
Hope to the hopeless, to the dying, life— 

One is a Woman, a poor earthly sister, 

Or, be the Visitant other than she seems, 

A guardian Spirit sent from pitying Heaven, 

In woman’s si ape, liu* why prolong the tale, 
Casting weak words amid a host of thoughts 
Armed to riSpel tli?-nff? Every hazard faco^ 

And difficulty mastered, with resolve 

That no one breathing should be left to perish, 

This last remainder of the crew are all 
Placed in the little boat, then o’er the deep 
Are safely borne, landed upon ihe beach, 

And, in fulfllment of Grod’s mercy, lodged 
Within the sheltering Lighthouse.—Shout, ye Weaves! 
Send foirth a song of triumph. Waves and Winds, 
Exult in this deliverance wrought through faith 
In Him whose Providence your rage hath served! 

Ye screaming Sea-mews, in the concert join! 

And would that some immortal Voice—a Voice 
Pitly attuned to all that gratitude 
Breathes out from floor or couch, through pallid lipa 
Of the survivors—to the clouds might bear— 
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Blended with j^raisc of that parental love, 

Beneath whose watchful eye the Maiden grew 
Pious and pure, modest and yet so brave, ^ 
Though young so wise, though meek so resolute— 
Might carry to the clouds and to the stars, * 

Yea, to celestial Choirs, Ghace Dablinq’s name! 

18 i2 


XX. 

THiMlTJSSIAN FUGITIVE.* 

[Eaalt in life this story had interested me, and I often thought it 
would make a pleasing buhjeci for an opciu or musical drama. ] 

PART I. 

o * 

Enougii of rose-bud lips, and eyes 
Like harebells bathed in dpvj, 

Of cheek that with carnation mcs, 

And veins of violet hue; 

Earth wants not beauty that may scorn 
A likening to frail flowers; 

Tea, to the stars, if they were bom 
Eor seasons and for hours. 

Through Moscow’s gates, with gold unbarred, 
Stepped One at dead of night, 

Whom such high beauty could not guard 
From meditated blight; 

By stealth she passed, and fled ai fast 
As doth the hunted fawn, 

Kor stopped, till in the dappling east 
Appeared unwelcome dawn. 
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Sevec dflys sbe lurked in brake and fields 
Seven nigbts her course renewed, 
Sustained by wbafc her scrip might yield. 
Or berries of the wood; 

JA length, in darkness travelling on, 
When lowly doors w'ere shut, 

The haven of her hope she won. 

Her Foster-mother’s hut. 


“ To put your love to dangerous proof 
I come,” said she, “fro' fai*; 

For I have left my Father’s roof. 

In terror of the Czar.” 

No answer did the Matron give, 

No second look she cast, 

But hung upon th*e Fugitive, 

Euc.braciu<j and embraced. 

rP 0 

She led the Lady to a seat 
Beside the glimmering fire, 

Bathed duteously her wayworn feet, 
Prevented each desire;— 

The cricket chirped, the house-dog aozed. 
And on that simple bed. 

Where she in childhood had reposed, 
Now rests her w'cary head. 


When she, whose couch had been the sod, 
Whose curtain, pine or thorn, 

Had breathed a sigh of thanks to God, 
Who comforts the forlorn i 
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While over her the Matron bent 
Sleep sealed her eyes, and stole 
Feeling from limbs with travel spent, 
And trouble from the soul. 


I _ 

Refreshed, the Wanderer rose at mom. 
And soon again was diglit 
In those unworthy vestments worn 
Through long and perilous flight; 
And ** O beloved Nurse,’* she said, 

‘‘ My thanks wjth silent tears * 
Have unto Heaven and You been paid: 
Now listen to my fears! 


‘‘Have you forgot”—and here she smiled 
“ The babbling flatteries 
You lafvished on mo when a dhftd 
Disporting round your kne&s ? 

I was your lambkin, and your bird. 

Your star, your gem, your flower ; 
Digbt words, that were more lightly hear< 
In many a cloudless hour! 


“ The blossom you so fondly praised 
Is come to bitter fruit; , 

A mighty One upon me gazed; 

X spumed his lawless suit. 

And must be hidden from his wrath: 

You, Foster-father dear, 

Will guide me in my forward path; 

X may not tarry here! 
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** I Minn ot bring to utter woe 
Your proved fidelity.’*— 

^'Deai Child, sweet Mistress, say not so! 

For you we both would die.” 

" Nay, nay, I come with semblance feigned 
And che<‘k embrowned by art; 

Yet, being inwardly unfetaiued, 

• ‘With courage will depart.” 


'‘But whither would you, could fiee? 

A poor Man’s counsel takc^ 

The floly Virgin gi\os lo me 
A thought for your dear s^alte ; 

Best, shielded by our Lady’s grace, 

And sooy shall } ou^be led 
Ferth to a safe abiding-place, 

AVhere never^q^jt doth tread.” 


PAET 11. 

The dwelling of this faithful pair 
In a straggling village stood, 

For One who breathed unquiet air 
A dangerous neighbourhood; 
But wide around lay forest ground 
With thickets rough and blind ; 
And pine-trees made a heavy shade 
Impervious to the wind. 
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And there, sequestered from the sights 
Was spread a treacherous swamp, 

On w’hich the noonday sun shed light 
As from a lonely lamp ; 

And midway in the unsafe morass, 

A single Island rose 

Of firm dry ground, with healthful gi’ass 
*’ Adorned, and shady boughs. 


Tlie AVo^man knew, for such the craft 
This Erussiap^ vassal plied, 

That never fowler’s gun, nor shaft 
Of archer, there was tried ; 

A sanctuary seemed the spot 
From all intrusion free; 

And there he planned an artful ^?ofc 
For perfect secrecy. 


With earnest pains unchecked by dread 
Of Povrer’s far-stretching hand, 

The bold good Man his labour sped 
At nature’s pure command ; 
Heart-soothed, and busy as a wren, 
While, in a hollow nook, 

She moulds her sight-eluding deu 
Above a murmuring brook. 


His task accomplished to his mind. 

The twain ere break of day 
Creep forth, and through the forest wind 
Their solitary way; 
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Few words they speak, nor dare to slack 
Their pace from mile to mile, 

Till thfj^ have crossed the quaking marsh. 
And reached the lonely Isle. 


The sun above the pine-fcrees showed 
, A bright and cheerful face; 

And Ina looked for her abode, 

The promised hiding-place; 

She sought in vain, the Woodman ^liled; 

No threshold could be seer* 

IjTor roof, nor window;—all seemed wild 
As it had ever been. 


Advancing, ^01* might’guess an hour, 
The front with such nice care 
Is masked, ‘ if houlie it be or bower,’ 
But in they entered are; 

As shaggy as were wall and roof 
With branches intertwined, 

So smooth was all within, air-proof, 
And delicately lined: 


And hearth was there, and maple dish, 
And cups in seemly rows, 

And couch—all ready to a wish 
For nurture or repose; 

And Heaven doth to her virtue grant 
That here she may abide 
In solitude, with every want 
By cautious love supplied. 



miscellaksouh posme. 

qu^n, before a sboutizig orowd^i 
Xied on in bridal state, 

E^er straggled with a heart so proud»« 
Entering her pcdace gate: 

Ec^oiced to bid the world farewell, 

Nc saintly anchoress 
E’er took possession of her cell 
^ With deeper thankfulness. 


“ Father qf all, upon thy care 
And mercy ana I thrown; 

Ee thou my safeguard !*’—such her prayer 
When she was left alone, 

Kneeling amid the wilderness 
When joy had passed away, ^ 

And smiles, fond efforts of distress 
To hide what they betray i 


The prayer is heard, the Saints have seen. 
Diffused through form and face, 
Eesolves devotedly serene; 

That monumental grace 
Of Faith, which doth all passions tame 
That Eeason should control; 

And shows in the untrembling frame 
A statue of the soul. 
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PAET III. 

’Txs Bimg in ancient minstrelsy 
That Phoebus vont to wear 
The leaves of any pleasant tree 
Ajoiind his golden hair; 

Till Daphne, desperate with pu.jli*it 
Of baa imperious love, 

At her own prayer transformed, took root, 
A laurel in the grove. 


Then did the Pcnitf»nt adorn 
** Ilis brow with laurel green; 

And ’fiiid his**brigbt locks never shoro 
!N’o meaner loaf was seen; 

And poets sage, through every age, 

About their temples wound 
The bay; and conquerors thanked the Goda,. 
With laurel chaplets crowned. 


Into the mists of fabling Time 
So for runs back the praise 
Of Beauty, that disdains to climb 
Along forbidden ways; 

That scorns temptation; power defies 
Where mutual love is not; 

And to the tomb for rescue ^es 
When life would be a blot. 
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To this fair Votaress, a fate 
More mild doth Heaven ordain 
Upon her Island desolate; 

And words, not breathed in \ain, 

Might tell what intercourse she found, 

Her silence to endear; 

What birds she tamed, what flowers the ground 
Gent forth her peace to cheer. 


To one muto,Pre8ence, above all, 

Her soothed a£F«ctions cluug, 

A picture on the cabin w all 
Bussian u&age hung— 

The Mother-maid, whose countenance bright 
With love abridged the day; 

And, communed with by 'taper light, 

Chased spectral fears away. 


And oft, as either Guardian came, 
The joy in that retreat 
Might any common friendship shame. 

So high their hearts would beat; 
And to the lone Bed use, whate*er 
They brought, each visiting 
Was like the crowding of the year 
With a new burst of spring. 


But, when she of her Parents thought^ 
The pang was hard to bear; 

And, if with all things not enwrought. 
That trouble still is near. 
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Before lier flight she had not dared 
Their constancy to prove, 

Tcj much the heroic Daughter feared 
The weakness of their love. 


Dark is the past to them, and dark 
The future still must be, 

Till pitying Saints conduct her bark 
Into a safer sea— 

Or geptle Nature close her ey^^» 
And set her Spirit frO^ 

Prom the altar of this sacrifice, 

In vestal purity. 


^ Yet, when above the forest-gloome 
The? w hit^ swans southward passe^ 
High as the pitch of their swift plumes 
Her fancy rode the blast; 

And bore her toward the fields of France 
Her Father’s native land, 

To mingle in the rustic dance. 

The happiest of the band! 


Of those beloved fields she oft 
Had heard her Father tell 
In phrase that now with echoes soft 
Haunted her lonely cell; 

She sa*# the hereditary bowers. 

She treiard the ancestral stream; 
The Kremlin and its haughty towers* 
Forgotten like a dream! 

vot. IV* 
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PART IV. 

* 

The ever-changing Moon had traced 
Twelve times her monthly round, 
When through the unfrequented Waste 
Was heard a startling sound; 

A shout thrice sent from one whq chased 
At speed aVounded deer, 

Bounding through branches interlaced, 
And where the w’ood was clear. 


The fainting creature took tlie marsh, , 
^nd toward,the IslarnJ fed, « 

While plovers screamed with tumult harsB 
Above his antlered head; 

This, Ina saw ; and, pale with fear, 

Shrunk to her citadel; 

The desperate deer rushed on, and near 
The tangled covert fell. 


Across the marsh, the game in view. 
The Hunter followed fast, 

Nor paused, till o*er the stag he blew 
A death-proclaiming blast; 

Then, resting on her upright mind. 
Came forth the Maid—In me 
Behold,*’ she said, “ a stricken Hind 
Pursued by destiny! 



THE E0SSIAN FUGITIVE. 

** From your deportment, Sir! I deem 
That you have worn a sword, 

And will not hold in light esteem 
^ A suffering woman’s word; 

There is my covert, there perchance 
I might have lain concealed, 

IMy fortunes liid, my countenance 
Not even to you revealed. 


** Tears might he shed, and Ihaight pray. 
Crouching and turrifcw-d, 

Tiiat what has been unveiled to dav. 

You would in mystery hide; 

But I will not defile with dust 
The knee that bends to adore 
The God in heaven i —attend, he just; 
Yliis ash T, and no more ! 


I speak not of the winter’s cold, 

If’or summer’s heat exchanged, 

While I have lodged in this rough hold, 
From social life estranged; 

JNor yet of trouble and alarms : 

High Heaven is my defence; 

And every season has soft arms 
For injured Innocence. 


“ From Moscow to the Wilderness 
It was my choice to come. 

Lest virtue should be harbourless, 

And honour want a home; 

s«a 2 
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And happy were I, if the Czar 
Hetain his lawless will. 

To end life here like this poor deer. 
Or a lamb on a green hill.” 


“ Are you the Maid,” the Stranger cried, 
“ From Gallic parents sprung, 

Whose vanishing was rumoured wide, 

Sad theme for every tongue ; 

Who foilKsd an Emperor’s eager quest ? 

You, Lady, forced to wear 
These rude habiliments, and rc.st 
Your head in this dark lair I ” 


But wonder, pity, sooA were quetied ; 

And in her face and mioq, , 
Th^ soul’s pure brightness, he beheld 
Without a veil betw'cen; 

He loved, he hoped,—a holy flame 
Kindled ’mid rapturous tears ; 

The passion of a moment came 
As on the wings of years. 


‘‘ Such bounty is no gift of chance,” 
Exclaimed he; righteous Heaven, 
Preparing your deliverance, 

To me the charge hath given. 

The Czar full oft in words and deeds 
Is stormy and self-willed; 

But, when the Lady Catherine pleads. 
His violence is stilled. 
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** Jjenve open to my wish the course. 
And I to her will go ; 

Fx)ni that humane and heavenly source. 
Good, only good, can flow.” 
t’aint sanction given, the Cavalier 
Waa eager to depart. 

Though question followed question, dear 
To the Maiden’s filial heart. • 


Xiight waa his step,—^his hopo^ more light, 
Kejjt pace w'ith his d^- i.res; 

And the fifth morning gave him sigln; 

Of Moscow’s glittering spires. 

He sued :—heart-smitten by rhe wrong, 

To tha lorn l^uo^itive 
The JSnipcror sent a pledge as strong 
Aa sovei-.'ign power (jould give. 


O more than mighty change ! If e’er 
Amazement rose to pain. 

And joy’s excess produced a fear 
Of something void and vain ; 

’Twas when the Parents, who had mourned 
So long the lost as dead, 
llehcld their only Child returned, 

The household floor to tread. 


Soon gratitude gave way to love 
Within the Maiden’s breast; 
Delivered and Deliverer move 
In bridal garments drest; 
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Meek Catherine had her own reward-; 

The Czar bestowed a dower; 

And universal Moscow shared 
The triumph of that hour. 


Plowers strewed the ground; the nuptial feast 
. Was held with costly state; 

And there, *mid many a noble guest, 

The Poster-parents sate; 

Encouraged by the imperial eye, 

They shrank npt into shade; 

Great was their bliss, the honour high 
To them and nature paid! 


issa 



XOTES: 


Page 1. 

» , ‘ Ji'cclesiastical Sonnefa.* 

During tli« nionth of December, ] S2o, I accompanied a much- 
beloved and honoured I'rieud in a 'walk through diifercut ports oi 
his estate, with a view to nj^iin the site of a new Church which 
he intended to erect. It was ono of the most beautiful mornings 
of a mild season,—our feelings were in harmony with the cherishing 
influences of the sceme ; and such being our purpose, 'wo were 
naturally led to look back upon past events with wonder and grati¬ 
tude, aSfid on the future with hope. Not long afterwards, some of 
the Sonnets whlbli will l< fs*un<l towards the close of thj^ series were 
produced as a private men^orial of that momiug’s occupation. 

' The Catholic‘Question, which was agitated in Fai'liamcnt about 
thi^ time, kept my thoughts in the same course ; and it struck me 
that certain points in the Ecclesiahtical Histoi-y of our Country 
might advantageously be i)rt* 8 ent 0 'l to view in verse. Accordingly, 

I took np the subject, and uhat 1 now oiTer to the reader was the 
result. 

When tills work was far advanced, I was agreeably surprised to 
find that iny friend, hlr. Southey, had been engaged with similar 
' views in writing a concise History of the Church in England. If 
our Productions, thus unlntontioiially coinciding, shall be found to 
illustrate each other, it will prove a high gratification to me, which 
I'Om sure my friend will participate. 

W. Wordsworth. 

Eydal Mount, • 

January 2if 1S22. 

For the convenience of passing from one jioint of the subject to 
another without shocks of abruptness, this work has taken the 
shape of a series of Sonnets : but the Header, it is to be hoped, will^ 
find that the pictures are often so closely connected as to have 
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jointly the effect of passages of a poem in a foim of s^nza to 'srhieli 
there is no objection but one that bears upon the Foet only—it! 
difficulty. 


Page 3, 

^ Did Holy Paul; d;c. 

Stillingfieet adduces many arguments in support of this opinion, 
but they are unconvincing. ' The latter part of this Sonnet refers 
to a favQnrite notion of iioman Catholic writers, that Joseph of 
Arimathea and his companions brought Cliristianity into PritHin, 
and built a rude church at Glastonbary ; alluded to hereafter, in a 
passage ujKtn the dissolution of monasteries. 


H- Page 6. 

* Thai Jlillf whose Jloircry pUif/orm,* etc. 

This hill at St. Alban’.s must have been an object of great inteiest 
to the imagination of the venerable Ihnle, who thus describes it, 
with a delicate feeling, delightful to }net‘t vri1,h in that rude .age, 
traces of which are ireqnent in hts works :—*faiii.s herbaium 
floribus depictus imo u.s<iue(iua«iue ve.stitus, in quo nihil rf/pente 
arduum, nihjl prseceps, nihil abruptui^i,«''quem htteribus longd 
latdque deductum in modum sequoris natura complanat, digiium 
videlicet enin pro insitfl. sibi s])ccie vcniiistatis jam ulim reddens, 
qui heati martyris cruore dicaretur.' 


Page 9. 

* Nor wavts the cause the panlc-strlkiny aid 
Of hallelujahs ’ 

Alluding to the victory gained under Germanus.—See Bede.' 


Page 9. 

* * By men yet scarcely conscious of a care 

For other monumenie than those of Earth ; ’ 

The last six lines of this Sonnet are chiefly from the prose of 
Daniel; and here 1 will state (though to the Headers whom this 
^oem will chiefly interest it is uuneceasary) that my obligations to 
other prose writers are frequent,—obligations which, even if I had 
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not a pleasv^-e in courting, it would have been presumptnous to 
■^Imn, in treating an historical subject. I must, however, par* 
licularise Fuller, to whom 1 am indebted in the Sonnet upon 
Wiclifte and, in other instances. And upon tbe acquittal of the 
Seven Bishops 1 have done little more than versify a Uvelj descrip¬ 
tion of that event in the MS. Memoirs of the first Lord Lonsdale. 


Page 9. Sonnet xil. 

•‘Ethelforth reached the convent of Bangor, he penreived the 
Monks, twelve hundred in number, offering prayers for the success 
of their countrymen • ‘ if they are praying against us,’ he exclaimed, 
‘they are fighting against us;’ and ho on’- red them to bo first 
attacked: they were d.stroyed; and, appaHJd by their fate, the 
courage of Bfo<‘.inail wavered, and he fi ■’ from the field in dismay. 
Tlius abandoned by their leader, lift army soon gave way, and 
Ethelforth obtained a decisive conquest. Ancient Bangor itself 
.snou fell into his liunds, and was demolished ; the noble monastery 
was levelled to tlic ground ; its library, which is uieuiioned as a 
large one, the collection of ages, the repository of the most precious 
inoDumcuts of the ancient Britons, w:is consumed; half ruined 
walls, gates, ahd rubbish Wvi c all that remaiued of the inaguificcut 
edifiCe.’—- See TunK'r’s valuahle history of the Anglo-Saxons. 

Taliesin wes prese ^ fii the battle which preceded this desolation. 

The account Bede gives of this remarkable ereut,ftuggcsts a most 
striking warning agaiult National and Religious prejudices. 


r.age 11. Sonnet xv. 

The person of Paulinus is thus described by Bede, from the 
memory of an eye-witness :—‘ Longa? statai*m, ]iaululam iucurvus, 
uigro cai>i]lo, facie macilentil, uaso adimco, i)erienui, veucrabilis 
simul et torribilis aspoctu.’ 


Page 12. 

* Man's Vfc is like a Sparrow^* ^ 

Sec the original of tliis B])eech in Bede.—The Conversion of 
Edwin, as related by him, is highly interesting—and the breaking 
up of tbis Council accompanied with an event so striking and 
characteristic, that I am tempted to give it at length in a transla¬ 
tion. * Who, exclaimed the King, when the Council was endpd, 
shall first desecrate the altars and tbe temples ? 1, answered the 
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Chief Priest; for who more than myself, througlvthe wisdom 
which the true God hath given me, to destroy, for the good example 
of othen^ what in foolishness I worshipped ? Immediately, casting 
away vain superstition, he besought the King to grant him what 
the laws did not allow to a priest, arms and a conrmr (eqnum 
emissaiiiun); which xnonnUng, and furnished with a sword and 
lance he proceeded to destroy the Idols. The crowd, seeidg this, 
thonght him mad—^he, howerer, halted not, but, approaching, he 
profaned the temple, casting against it the lance which he had 
hdd in his hand, and, exulting in acknowledgment of the worship 
of the tm«i God, he ordered his companions to pull dpwn thf. 
temple, with all its enclosures. The place is shown where those 
idols formerly stood, not far from York, at the source of the river 
Derwent, and is at this day called Gorinund Gaham, ubi pontifex 
llle^ inspirante Deo vsiso, polhiit ac destruxit cas, quas ipse sacra- 
veroA aras' The last expression is a pleasing prSof that the 
venerable monk of WcarmoTh,h was familiar with the poetry of 
Virgil. 


Page 13. 

— ‘ such the inviiinrj voic^ 

Heard near fresh strec/Stisj' 

The early propagators of Christianity were s^customgd to preach 
liear rivers, for^e convenience of bai^tism. 


Page 14. Sonnet xix. 

Having spoken of the zeal, disinterestedness, and temperance of 
the clergy of those times, Bede thus proceeds :—* Unde ct in magna 
orot Tmieratione tempore illo religionis habitus, ita ut ubicuuqne 
olericuB aliquis, ant monachus adveniret, gaudenter ab omnibus 
tanquam Dei famulus exciperetur, Etiam si in itinere pergens 
inveniretur, acenrrebant, et fex^ cervico, vel manu signari, vel 
oire illius se benedici, gaudebant. Verbis quoque horum exhorta> 
tmiis diligenter auditnm prtebebant.' Lib. iii. cap. ^0. 


Page 17. 

* The people toorh like cwMgregoAed bees, 

.See, in Tameris History, vol. iii. p. 528, the aooount of the 
4 SNetion oi Bamsey Monastery. Fenabces were removable by tim 
petfonnaoco of acts of obarity and benevolence. 
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Page 19. 

«■ ■ — *pam narrova not Ais cares' 

IThroi^gli l&e whole of his life, Alfred was subject to gnevoua 
maladies. 


Page 21. 

* Tl^oc to ilie Croton that doth the Cowl 6bey/* 

nie 'violent measures carried on under the influence of Vumtan, 
for strengthening the Benedictine Order, were a leading cause of 
the second series of Banish inrusions .—See Tamer. 

Page 29. 

* jffere Man more purely lives' <te, 

* Bonum cst nos hie esse, quia homo vivit purius, cadit rarius, 
surgit relocius, incedit cautius, quiescit securius, moritur felicius, 
purgatur citius, prajmiatur copiosius.*—Bernard. * This sentence,’ 
says Dr. Whitah^r, is usualji’ inscribed in some conspicuous part 
of th^Cistertian houses.* 


Page 37. 

* Whom Obloquy pursues with hideous hark ; * 

The list of foul names bestowed upon those poor creatures is long 
and curious;—and, as is, alas ! too natural, most of the opprobrious 
appellations are drawn from circumstances into which they were 
forced by their persecutors, who even consolidated their miseriea 
into one reproachful term, calling them Patarenlans, or Paturins, 
from patij to suffer. 

Dwellers with wolves, she names them, for the pine 
And green oak are their covert; as tho gloom 
Of night oft foils their oueray's desimi. 

She calls them Riders on the flying Droom; 

Sorcerers, whose frame and aspect have become 
One and the same through practices ntaligu. 


Page 41. 

* And (he green lizard and the gilded newt 
X/ead immolated livat and die of age,' 

These two lines are adopted £rom a MS., written about the yssir 
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1770, which ftocidentally fell into my possession* close of Che 
preo^ng Sonnet on monastic Tolaptuonsness is taken from ilie 
same source, as is the verse, * Where Venus sits,* &c., and the lin^ 
< Once ye were holy, ye are holy stiU/ in a subsequent ^ounet. 


Page 50, 

* One (JUce thoee prophets whom God sen' of old) 
Tronsjlguredi' &c. 

* ft 

* M. Latimer suffered his keeper very quietly to pull off his hose, 
and his other array, which to looke unto was very simple: and 
being stripped into his shrowd, he seemed as comely a person to 
them that were prea^it, as one should lightly see : and whereas in 
his clothes hee appeared a withered and crooked sillte (weak! oldo 
man, he now stood bolt nprf^ht, as comely a father as one might 
lightly behold. * * * * Then they brought a faggotte, kindled 
with hre, and laid the same duwne at doctor Ridley's feete. To 
whome M. Latimer spake in this manner, * ]3ee of good comfort, 
master Ridley, and play the man : wee shall this day light such a 
candle by 0(^’s grace in KnglanJ, as 1 trust shall never he put 
ont .*—Poads Aets^ d’c. h ' * 

Similar alterations in the outward figure and deportmei t of 
persons brought to like trial were not uncommon. Sfte note to the 
above passage & Dr. Wordswortirs Ecclcsiistical Biography, for an 
example in an humble ^Yelsh fisherman. 


Page 53. 

* The gift exallingt and wUh playful smile: * 

* On foot they went, and took Salisbury in their way, purposely 
to see the good Bishop, wlio made Mr. Hooker sit at his own table ; 
which Mr. Hooker boasted of with much joy and gratitude when 
he saw his mother and friends ; and at the Bishop's parting with 
him, the Bishop give him good counsel and his benediction, but 
forgot to give him money .; which when the Bishop bad considered, 
he sent a servant in all haste to call Richard back to him, and at 
KichStrd’s return, the Bishop said to him, * Richard, 1 sent for you 
back to lend you a horse which liath carried me many a mile, and 
I thank Gh>d with much ease,* and presently delivered into his 
hand a walking-staff, with which he professed he had travelled 
through many parts of Germany; and he said, * Richard, I do not 
give, but lend you my horse ; sure you be honest, and bring my 
hprsa back to me, at your return this way to OxfV>r(L And I do 
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nov giva yo«%ton groats to bear your cbarges to Exeter; and bere 
is ten groats more, wUiob 1 charge you to deliver to your mother, 
and t^ her 1 send her a Bishop’s ^edlction with it, and beg 
continuanceo| her prayers forme. And if you bring my horse 
back to me, 1 will give you ten groats more to carry you on foot to 
the college ; and so God bless you, good Biohard.’—See WQUmi* 
Life of tiichard Hooker, 


Page 55. 

‘ craftily indtea 

The overweenimjf pcraonatci the mcid,* 

A common device in religious and political ^'onflicts.—See Strype 
in support of this imtarjie, ^ 


o 

Page 57. 

* Laud' 

In this age a word cannot be said in praise of Laud, or even in 
compassion for hia fate, without incurring a charge of bigotry ; 
but fearless of %ucn impntatii^u, 1 concur with Hume, Hhatitia 
suifiaient for ^is vindication to observe that his errors were the 
most excusable of aA those which prevailed durii^ that zealous 
])eriod.’ A key to the ^ght understanding of those parts of his 
, conduct that brought the most odium upon him in his own time, 
raiiy be found in the following passage of his speech before the 
bar of the House of Peers ;—'Ever since I came in place, I have 
laboured nothing more than that the external publick worship of 
God, BO much slighted in divers parts of this kingdom, might be 
preserved, and that with as much decency and uniformity as might 
be. For I evidently saw' that the public neglect of God’s service 
in the outward face of it, and the nasty lying of many places de¬ 
dicated to that service, had almost cast a damp upon the true and 
inward worship of God^ which whUe we live in the hody^ need* 
external helpSf and all liMle enough to keep it in any vigour.* 


Page 67. 

* The Pilgrim Fathers' 

American episcopacy, in union with the diurch in England, 
strictly belongs to the general subject; and 1 here make my m- 
knowledgments to my American ii-iends. Bishop Boane, and Ma 
H enry Keed of Philadelphia, for having suggested to me the pro- 
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prieiy of adrerting'to it, and pointed out tli^ 'V'&ines^and in- 
tellectnal qualities of Bishop White, which so emfueotly fitted^, 
him for the great work he updortook. Bishop White was eouse-^ 
crated at Lambeth, Feb. 4, 17S7, by Archbishop Moere ; and be* 
fore his long life was closed, twenty-six bishops had been conse¬ 
crated in America, by himself. For his character and opinions, see 
his own numerous works, and a ‘Sermon in commemoration of 
him, by George Wasbingiun Doane, Bishop of New Jersey. 


Page 70. 


* A fjenidl hearth - 

And a refined rusticity^ hdong 
To dib neat mansion^ ’ 


e 

Among the benefits arisiif^’, as Mr. Coleridge has well obseired, 
Irom a Church establishment of endowments corresponding with 
the w^th of the country to which it belongs, may be reckoned as 
eminently important, the examples of civility and refinement which 
the clergy stationed at interv^s, afford to the whole people. The 
established clergy in many parts of England have long been, as 
. iSaes continue to be, the principal bulwark agains' barbarism, and 
the link which unites the sequestered peasantry witli the m(ellec- 
tnal advancement of the age. Nor is it bslow thCf^dignity of tlie 
subject to oblerve, that their taste, as acting upon rural i-eddeuces 
und scenery often furnishes models which country gentlemen, who 
«ro more at liberty to follow the caprices of fashion, might profft 
by. The precincts of an old rc.si(lcnce must bo treated by eccle- 
aiastics with respect, both from prudmee aud necessity. I remem¬ 
ber being much pleased, some years ago, at Itose Castle, ibe rural 
aeat of the See of Carlisle, with a style of garden and architecture, 
whi(di, if the place had belonged to a wealthy layman, would no 
•doubt have been swept away. A parsonage house generally stands 
not far from the church; this proximity imposes favourable re¬ 
straints, and sometimes suggests an affecting union of the accom¬ 
modations and elegancies of life with the outward signs of piety and 
, mortality. With pleasure I recal to mind a happy instance of this 
in the residence of an old and much-valued Friend in Oxfordshire. 
Tlik^ house and church stand ixirallel to each Other, at a small d^- 
ianoe; a ciipular lawn or rather grass-plot, spreads between 
thou; shrubs and trees curve Irom each side of the dwelling, 
▼eiluLg^ but not hiding, the church. From the front of this dwell¬ 
ing, no part of the burial-ground is seen ; but as you wind by the 
^de of the shrubs tow'ards the steeple-end of the church the eye 
matches a single, small, low, monumental headstone; moss-gi^'n, 
auiking into, and gently inclining towards the eartii. Advance^ 
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and the chiSnliyiiLrd, populous and gay with {rllttexing tombstones^ 
opens upon the view. Tlds humble, and beautiful parsonage called 
forth a tribute, for which see the seventh of the ** Miscellaneous 
Sonnet^” Cart 3; 


Page 80. Sonnet xxxii. 

This is still continued in many churches in Westmoreland. It 
takes place in the month of July, when the floor of the stalls is. 
strewn with fresh rushes; and hence it is called Hhe *'fiuah- 
bearing.” 


Page 82. 

* TeacJtviff ua to forffeMhem or forgive* 

This is borrowed from an alTecting passage in Mr. George Dyer’s 
history of Cambridge. 


Page S3. 

— * had like endured 
Sore ttgesa of appreltenaion^ 

See Butuc^ who is unusually animated on this subject; the east 
wind, BO anxiously expected and prayed for, was called the * Pro* 
testani wind.* 


Page 85. 

. * Tef will we not conceal the precious Cross, 

JAke 7ncn ashamed:* 

The Lu^erans have retained the Cross within their churches *. it 
is to be regretted that we have not dune the same. 


' Page 89* 

* Or like the Alpins Mownt, that iakea its name 
From, roseate hues,* drc. 

Some say tliat Monte Bosa takes its name from a belt of 
ait its summit—a very unpoetioal and scarcely a probable sup^ 
■ition. 
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MEStOUALS OF A TOUB IF QCOTLAKFi 1831. 

Page 108. 

* Highland Hut: 

Tius sonnet describes the exterior of a Highland hnt, as often 
seen tinder a morning or eTeniug scushine. To the authoress of 
‘ the ** Address to the Wind,'* and other poems, in these volumes, tvho 
was my fellovr-traveller in this tour, 1 am indebted for tlie folio v- 
big extract from her journal, which accurately describes, under 
particular circumstances, the beautiful appearance of the interior 
of one of these rude habitations. 

* On our return fom the Trosachs the evening began to ilorkcn, 
and it rained so heavily that we were completely i^ot before we 
bad come two miles, and iirwas dark w'heu we landed with our 
boatman, at his hut ujmiu the banks of Loch Katrine. I was faint 
from cold ; tliegood woman had provided, according to her promise, 
a better fire than we had found in the morning; and, indeed, 
when I sat down in the chimney-corner of her smoky biggin, I 
thought 1 had never felt more comfortable iu^ my life : a pan of 
coffee was boiling for us, and having p>j*.t our clothes in the way of 
drying, we all sat down tliaukful for a i^eltcr. We could not-pre- 
vail upon our boatman, the master of the ho&se, to draw near the 
fire, though h^^as cold and wet, or to suder his wife to get him 
dry clothes till she hud served us, which she did most willingly, 
though not very expeditiously. 

* A Cumberland man of the same rank would not haye hod such 
a notion of what was fit and right in his own house, or, if he had, 
one would have accused him of servility ; but in the Highlander it 
only seemed like politeness (however erroneous and painful to us), 
naturally growing out of the dependence of the inferiors of: the clan 
upon their laird; he did not, however, refuse to let his wifa.bring 
out the whisky bottle for his refreshment, at our requeak She 
keeps a dram,” as the phrase is: indeed, I believe there is scarcely 
a lonely house by the wayside, in Scotland, where travellers may not 
be accommodated with a dram. VTe asked for sugar, butter, 
barlay-lnread, and milk ; and, with a smile and a itare more of 
kindness than wonder, she replied, ** Ye*ll get that,” bringing each 
article separately. We canused our cups of coffee, laughiag like 
children at the strange atmosphere in which we were : lUier smoke 
came in gusts, and spread along the walls; and above our heads in 
the chimney (where the hens were roosting) it appeared like clouds 
in the sky. We laughed and laughed again, in spite of the smart- 
htSt of our eyes, yet had a quieter pleasure in observing the beauty 
of tiie hnuns and rafters gleaming between the clouds of "smoke; 
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they had erusted. oyer i^d vanuBhed.by luaiiy 'vintcrei, titl, 
where the firelight fell upon them, th^ had become as glossy da 
black rooka, on a sunny day, cased in ice. When we had eaten onr 
supper w4 sat about half an honr, and I think I ncTer felt so 
deeply the blesesng of a hospitable welcome and a warm fire. 
The man of the house repeated from time to time that we should 
often tell of this night when we got to our homes, and inteiposed 
praises of his own lake, which he had more than once, when we 
were returning in the boat, Tentured to say was *' bonnier than 
IJ^ch Lomond.” Onr companion from the Trosachs, sirho, it ap¬ 
peared, was an Edinburgh drawing-master going, during the vaca¬ 
tion, on a pedestrian tour to John O’Groat’s house, was to sleep in the 
bam with my fellow-travellers, where the r^'in said he had plenty 
of dry hay. 1 do not believe that the hay of4he Highlands is ever 
very dry, bud this year it had a better c'^ance than usual: wet or 
dry, however, the next morning thd^ said they had slept comfort¬ 
ably. When I went to bed, tho miatress, desiring me to **ffo 
bent** attended me with a candle, and assur^ me that the bed was 
dry, though not ‘*8ic as I bad been used to.” It was of chaff; 
there were two others in the room, a cupboard and two chests, upon 
one of which stood milk in wooden vessels covered over. The walls 
of the bouse 'wjrebf stone rbpiastered; it consisted of three apart- 
meyts, the co^n-house at one end, the kitchen or house in the 
middle, and^e spen^iC at the other end ; the roonm were divided, 
not up to tile rigging, bbt only to the beginning of me roof, so that 
there was a free passagb for light and spioke from one end of the 
house to the other. I went to bed soiffi time before the rest of the 
family; the door was shut between us, and they had a bright fire, 
wliichl could not see, but the light it sent up amonpt the varnished 
nfters and beams, which crossed each other in almost as intricate 
and fantastic a manner as 1 have seen the under-boughs of a large 
he^ tree withered by the depth of shade above, produced the most 
beautiful effect that can be conceived. It was like what 1 should 
Buppehc an underground cave or temple to he with a dripping or 
moist roeff, and the moonlight entering in upon it by some means 
or other; and yet the colours were more like those of melted gems. 
I lay looking up till the light of the fire faded away, and the ,nian 
and his wife and child had crept into their bed at the other end of 
the room ; I did not sleep much, but passed a comfortable night; 
for my- l^d, though hard, was warm and clean : the unusual- 
ness of my situation prevented me from sleeping. 1 could hear the 
waves beat against the shore of the lake; a little rill close to the 
door made a much louder noise, and, when I sat up in my bed, 1 
could see the lake through an open window-place at the bed’s he^. 
Add to this, it rained all night. I was less occupied by Kmez&> 
hrance of the Trosachs, beautiful as they were, than the vision of 

VCL. XT. 0 ot 
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tSie Highland hni^ which I could notget ant of my head; I thought 
of the Faery-land of Spenser, and what I had read in romance at 
other tones; and then what a feast it would he for a London jPaa* 
tomime-maker could he but transplant it to Drury>lan^ ^.Tith all its 
beautiful ooloun 


Page 114. 

. * Once on thoae steejas I roamed * 

tt 

The following is from the same MS., and gives an account of 
visit to fiothwdl Castle here alluded to:— 

* It was exceedingly delightful to enter thus unexpectedly t^n 
anch a beautifal region. The castle stands nobly, overlooking the 
Oyde. When we came np to it, I was hurt to see, that flower- 
borders had taken place of tk; natnral oveigrowings'of the min, 
Ihe scatter^ stones, and wild plants. It is a large and grand 
pile of red frreestone, harmonising perfectly with the rucks of the 
river, from which, no doubt, it has been hewn. When I was a 
little accustomed to the unnaturalness of a modem garden, I conld 
not help admiring the excessive beauty and luxuriance of some of 
. the plants, particularly the pniple-flot^rcd cleim»ti^ and a broad- 
leaf(^ creeping plant without flowers, which scrambled up^he 
castle wall, along with the ivy, and spread ji^<s vine-like branches 
so lavishly tlub it seemed to be in. its nateral situation, and one 
conld not help thinking that, though not *8elf-planted among the • 
mins of this conntry, it must somewhere have its native abode in 
such places. If Bothwell Castle had not been close to the Louglaa 
mansioD, we should liave been disgusted wiUi the possessoi’a 
miserable conception of adorning such a venerable ruin; bat it is 
so very near to the house, that of necessity the pleasure-grounds most 
have extended beyond it, and perhaps the neatness of a shaven 
lawn, and the complete desolation natural to a ruin might have 
made an unpleasing contrast; and, besides being within the pie* 
cincto of the pleasure-grounds, and so very near to the dwdling of a 
noble family, it has forfeited, in some degree, its independent ma¬ 
jesty, and becomes a tributary to the mansion; its solitude being 
interrapted, it has no longer the command over the mind in sending 
it begk intp past times, or excluding the ordinary feei^gs which we 
bear about us in daily life. We h^ then only to that the 
castle and the house wore so near to each other; and it was im¬ 
possible moi to regret it; for the min presides in state over the 
river, far from city or town, as if it might have a peculiar privilege 
Ip preserve its memorials of past ages, and maintain its own 
meter fox centuries to come. We sat upon a bench under the hig^^ 
■ttees, and had bmutifiil views of the different reaches of the xires. 
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above and below. On the opposite bank, which is finely wooded 
^ elms and other trees, are the remains of a priory built upon a rock; 
and rock and ruin are go blended, that it is impossible to separate 
the one from the other. Nothing can be more beautiful than the 
little remnant of this holy place: elm trees (for we were near 
enongh 9> distinguish them by their branches) grow out of the 
walls, and overshadow a small, but very elegant window. It can 
scarcely bo conceived what a grace the castle and priory impart to 
each other; and the river Clyde flows on, smooth and unruffled 
behiw, seeming to my thoughts more in harmony with*the sober 
and stately images of former times, than if it had roared over a 
rocky channel, forcing its sound upon the ear. It blended gently 
with the warbling of the smaller birds, aud chattering of the 
larger ones that had made their nests in the ruins. In tliis fortress 
the chief of tne English nobility wei^ '' ofined after the battle of 
Baimockbum, If a man ia to be a prisoner, he scarcely could 
have a more pleasant place to solace Ids captivity; but 1 thought 
that, for close confinement, I should prefer the banks of a lake, or 
the seaside. The greatest charm of a brook or river is in the lib^y 
to pursue it through its windings ; you can then take it in what* 
ever mood you like ^ silent or noisy, sportive or quiet. The beau¬ 
ties of a brook or river must be sought, and the pleasure is in 
going* in search of them; those of a lake or of the sea come to yon 
of themselvesa These rude warriors cared little, i:igrhaps, about 
either; and yet, if one pmy judge from the writings of Chaucer 
' Ind tnm the old romances, more interesting passions were con¬ 
nected with natural objects in the days of chivalry than now; 
though going in search of scenery, as it is called, had not then been 
thought of. I had previously heiuri nothing of Bothwell Castle, at 
least nothing that I remembered ; therefore, perhaps, my pleasaiw 
was greater, compai'ed with what I received elsewhere than others 
might feel.*— 3fS. Journal, 


Page 117. 

* IlarCa-hom Tret* 

* In the tinm of the first Bohert de Clifford, in the year 133# or 
1834, Edward Baliol king of Scotlane came into Westmoreland, 
and stayed some time with the said Robert at his castles of Appleby, 
Brougham, and Pendragon. And daring that time they ran a stag 
by a single greyhound out of Whinfcll Park to Redkirk, in Scotland, 
and back again to this place; where, being both spent^ tdie stag 
leaped over the pales, hut died on the other side; aud thc grey- 
bound, attempting to leap, fell, and died on the contrary ride. lU 
memory of this fact the stag’s horns were nailed npen a ^gee |nsf 

‘ ' 0 tf ^ 
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and (the dog being named Herenles) this rhythm was mada^ 
npon them: 

* Berciiles killed Hart a frreese. 

And Hart a greeeo killed Hercules.* 

The tree to this day bears the name of Hart's-hom Tg^e. The 
horns in process of time were almost grown over by the growth of 
the tree, and another pair was put np in their place .’—Nicholson 
and Bums's History of Westmoreland and Cumberland. 

The tree has now disappeared, but I well remember its impe^ng 
appearance as it stood, in a decayed state, by tbe side of the lugh 
road leading from Penrith to Appleby. This whole neighhoiurhood 
abounds in interesting traditions and vestiges of antiquity, viz., 
Julian’s Bower; Bhougbam and Penrith Castles ; Penrith Beacon, 
and the curious remains in Penrith Church-yard; jtrthur’s Round 
Table, and, close by, Maybre^gb; the excavation, called the GHant’s 
Cave^ on the banks of the Emont; Long Meg and her Daughters, 
near Eden, Ac. &c. 


Page 134. 

* Wings at my sh(mlde& seem to^plq^' 

In these lines I am under obligation to exquisite pidhre of 
** Jacob's Dream,” by Mr. Alstone, now ii^ America.* It is pleasant 
to make tbis public acknowledgment to a man of genius, whom f 
have the honour to rank among my friends. 


Page 146. 

* But if thouy like Cocytm' itc. 

Many years ago, when I was at Greta Biidge, in Yorkshire, tbe 
hostess of the inn, proud of her skill in etymology, said, that **the 
name of the river was taken from the bridge^ the form of which, 
as every one must notice, exactly resembled a great A.” Dr. 
Whitaker has derived it from the word of common occurrence in 
the north of England, greet;" signifying to lament aloud, 
m(»tly with weeping; a conjecture rendered more probable from 
the stony and rocky channel of both the Cumberland and Yorkshire 
rivers. The Cumberland Greta, though it does not, among the 
eotintiy people, take up that name till within three miles of its 
disappearance in the river Derwent, may be considered as having Its 
source in the mountaia cove of Wythbum, and thence flowing throng 
^Fhirlmero. The beautiful features of that lake are known only to 
thoas who, travelling between Grasmere and Keswick, have (juitted 
the main road in the vale of Wythbum, and, crossing over to t^ 
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oppoute side of the lake, Have proceeded with it on ike 

brad. 

The channel of the Greto, immediately above Keswick, has, for 
the purpose? of building, been in a great measure deaied of tibh 
immense stones which, by their concussion in high floods, produced 
the loud and awful noises described in the sonnet. 

* TheHcenery upon this river,* says Mr. Southey in hi^ Colloquies^ 
* where it x>asses under the woody side of Latrigg, is of the finest 
and most rememberable kind :— 

—— *ambiguo la^u refluitque fluitque, 

OccuiTcnsque sibi venturas aspicit undas.* 


Page 149. 

* By hooded Votm^^r: '* dec* 

Attached to the church of Brigham was formerly a. chantxy, 
which held a moiety of the manor; and in the decayed parsonage 
some vestiges of monastic architecture are still to be seen. 


j ^age 151. 

* * Mary Quegn of Scots landing at WorhingUm,' 

* The fears and impat^nce of Mary were so great, * Says Robertson, 
**that she got into a iisher-boat, and with about twenty attendants 

landed at Workington, in Cumberland; and thence she was con¬ 
ducted with many marks of respect to Carlisle.* The apartment 
in which tlie Queen had slept at Workington Hall (where she was 
received by Sir Henry Curwen as became her rank and misfortunes) 
was long preserved, out of respect to her memory, as she bad left 
it; and one cannot but regret that some necessary alterations in 
the mansion could not be effected without its destruction. 

Page 152. 

St. Bees* Heads, anciently called the Cliff of Barutb, are a con- 
spicttons sea-mark for all vessels sailing in the N. £. parts of the 
Irish Sea. In a bay, one side of which is formed by the soi^eni 
headland, stands the village of St. Bees ;■ a place distinguished, 
from very early times, for its religious and scholastic foundations. 

* St. Bees,' say Nicholson and Burns, * had its name from Bega, 
an holy woman from Ireland, who is said to have founded" here, 
about the year of our Lord 650, a small monastery, where after¬ 
wards a church was built in memory of her. 
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* !rhe aforesaid relij^ious house, being destroyed by the Panes^ 
muB restored by Wiili&m de Meschiens, son of Ranulph, and brother 
of Baanlph de Meachiens, first Bari of Cnmberland after the Con-' 
qnest; and made a cell of a prior and six Benedict' e monks to 
^ Abbey of St. Mary at Tork.* 

Sereral traditions of miracles, connected with the foundation of 
the first of* these religious houses, snrviTe among the peojSle of the 
neighbonrhood ; one of which is alluded to in those Stanzas ; and 
an^CT, of a somewhat bolder and more peculiar character, has 
Aumish^ the subject of a spirited poem by the Rev. B. Parkin* 
B(«, M.A.* late Divinity Lecturer of St. Bees’ College, and dow 
Fdlow of the Collegiate Church of Manchester. 

After the dissolution of the monasteries, Archbishop Grindal 
founded a free sc^ol at St. Bees, from a Inch the counties of 
Cnmberland and Westmoreland have derived grea^ benefit; and 
recently, under the patronagg of the Earl of Lonsdale, a college has 
been established there for the education of ministers for the English 
Church. The old Conventual Church has been repaiied under the 
superintendence of the Rev. Dr. Ainger, the Head of the College; 
and is well worthy of being visited by any strangers who might be 
led to the neighbonrhood of this celebrated spot. 

The form of stanza in this Poem, and sometbinc in the style of 
Tersification, are adopted from the Monica,” a poem of much 
beauty upon a monastic subject, by Charl(}tte Smith ; a lahy to 
whom £ngliBl]b''^crBe is under greater oblmations thag are likely to 
be Mtber ackimwledged or remembered, ^e wrote little, and that, 
little unambitiou&ly, but with true feeling for rural nature, at a 
time when nature was not much regarded by English Poets; for in 
point of time her earlier writings preced^, I believe, those of 
Cowper and Bums. 


Page 154. 

*Are notf in sooth, their Requiems saored ties' 

I am i^ware that I am here treading upon tender ground; bnt to 
the intelligent reader I feel that no apolc^y is dne. The prayers 
ot survivors, during passionate grief for the recent loss of relatives 
snd frfends, as the object of those prayers could no longer he the 
snfforlng body of tike dying, would naturally be ej^pnlated for the 
souls of the departed; the barriers between the two worlds dis¬ 
solving before the power of love and faith. The ministers of 
relhiiion, from their habitual attendance upon sick-beds, would be 
ds^' witnesses of these benign results; and hence would be 
tempted to aim at giving to them permanenee, by em- 
hodyfog them in rites and ceremonies^ recurring at stated pttiodi. 
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All tbig, a&^it was in course of natu^ so was it blajneles^ and 
eren praiseworthy; some of its effects, in that rude state of societyv 
ooold not but be salutaiy. No reflecting person, bowerer, can 
*Tiew withoet sorrow the abuses which rose out of Ihus formalisine 
sublime instincts, and disinterested movements of passion, and 
p^erting them into means of gratifying the ambition and lapaeil^ 
of the priesthood. But, while we deplore and are indignant at 
these abuses, it would be'a great mistake if we imputed the origin 
of the offices to prospective selfishness on the part of the monks and 
dergy : tl^ty were at first sincere in their sympathy, and in their 
digree dupes rather of their own creed, than artful aniS designing 
men. Charity is, upon the whole, the safest guide that we can 
take in judgiug our fellow-mcn, whether of past ages or of the 
present time. 

Page 16^. 

* And- they are led by noble HiUary' 

The Tower of RKruGE, an ornament to Douglas Bay, was erected 
diiefiy through the humanity and zeal of Sir William Hilary; and 
he also w'as the foun.ier of the Ufe*bont establishment, at that 
place; by wlflcb* under ?«i8 superintendence, and oft^ by his 
exedions at the imminent hazard of his own life, many seamen and 
passengers b^ve beeif^ saved. 

Page 1G3. 

* By a retiriB, Mariner' 

This unpretending sonnet is by a gentleman nearly connected 
with me, and I liope, as it falls so easily into its place, that both 
the writer and the reader will excuse its appearance hera. 


Page 165. 

* Off with yon cloud, old Snafdl / * 

The snnunit of this mountain is well chosen by Cowley as tiie 
scene of the Vision,” in which the spectral angel dlscour^ with 
him concerning the government of Oliver Cromwell. *I found 
myself,' says he, * on the top of that fiamous hill in the Isl^d 
Mona, whi^ has the prospect of three great, and not long sinee 
most happy, kingdoms. As soon as ever 1 looked upon them, tbeiy 
eaUed forth the sad lepresentatiou of all the sins and all tito 
miseries that bad overwhelmed them these twenty years.* It li 
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not to be denied that iie ebanges in pFogress, andithe pasiioni^ 
and the Trt^in which they work, strikingly resemble those whidi 
ted to the disasters the philosophic writer so feelingly bewails. 
God grant that the resemblance may not become still OM>re striking 
08 months and years advance 1 


Page 168. 

* On. reviaitinff Dunolly CaaUeJ* 

l*hi8 ingenious piece of workmansliip, as I afterwards learned 
had been executed for their own amusement by some labourers 
employed about the place. 


Page 178. 
a 

‘ Cave of Staffa* 

The reader may be tempted to exclaim, “How came this and 
the two following sonnets to be written, after the dissatisfaction 
expressed in the preceding one ? ” In fact, at the risk of incurring 
the reasonable displeasure of the masl^r of the«st€fm-boat, I re¬ 
turned to the cave^ and explored it under circumstances ipore 
&vonrahle to those imaginative impressions w^iich it is so wonder¬ 
fully fitted to make upon the mind. t 


Page 174. 

* Hope tmUed when yowrnativity woa eastf 
Children of Summer I ' 

Upon the head of the columns which form the front of the cave, 
rests a bbdy of decomposed basaltic matter, which was richly 
decorated with that large bright flower, the ox-cyod daisy. I had 
noticed the same flower growing with profusion among the bold 
rocks on the western coast of the Isle of Man; making a brilliant 
eontrast w^th their black and gloomy surfaces. 


Page 175. 

* /ono.* 

T]^ four last lines of this sonnet are adopted from a well*known 
sqpait of Eussel, as conveying my feeling better than any words of 
my own could do. 
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Vage 179. 

‘ Tet fetched from ParadUe' 

It is to be feared that there is more of the poet than the sound 
etymologist in this derivation of the name Bden. On the western 
coast ofeCamherland is a rivulet which enters the sea at Moresby, 
known also in the neighbourhood by the name of Eden. May not 
the latter syllable come from tlie word Dean, a vaUey f Langdale^ 
near Ambleside, is by the inhabitants called Langden. The former 
syllable occurs in the name Emont, a principal feeder of j«the Edeh; 
and the stream which flows, when the tide is out, over Cartmel 
Sands, is called the Ea—cau, French—aqua, Latin. 


‘ Page 182. 

* Canalf and Viaduct^ and Railway^ tdl! * 

At Corby, a few miles below Nunnery, the Eden is crossed by a 
magnificent viaduct; and another of these vrorks is thrown over 
a deep glen or ravine at a very short distance from the main 
stream. 


Page 183. 

* A vaciglu ofatee not eaey to be borne? 

The daughters of Long Meg, placed in a perfect circle eighty 
yards in diameter, ore seventy-two in number above ground; a 
little w ay out of the circle stands Long Meg herself, a single stonei, 
eighteen feet high. 'When I first saw this monument, as I cmne 
upon it by surprise, I might over-rate its importance as an object; 
but, though it will not bear a comparison with Stonehenge, I must 
say, I have not seen any other relique of those dark ages, which 
can pretend to rival it in singularity and dignity of appearance. 


Page 185. 

* To the Earl of Lonsdale.* 

This Bonne^was written immediately after certain trials, which 
took place at the Cumberland Assizes, when the Earl of Lonsdal^ 
in eonsequence of repeated and long-continued attsicks upon his 
eharacter, through the local press, had thought it right to«]Woa<r' 
cute the conductors and proprietors of three several journals, 
vieidict of libel was given in one case; and, in the others the pro* 
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aecntioha were withdrawn, upon the individuals r^racting and 
disavowing the charges, expressing regret that they had been made, 
and promising to abstain from the like in future. 


Page 256. 

* Desccndittff to the trom in charity 

.1 am indebted, here, to a passage in one of Mr. Digby's valuable 
works, c * 


Page 290. 

* chanye is perUoiis, and all chance une(pmd* 

Bpkksxh. 

SOVIETS DEDICATEI) TO LIBERTT AKD OBDER. 

Page 292. 

*• Men of the Westo'^ World.'^ r 

c 

These lines were written several years og^ when reports pre< 
TMled of cruelties committed in many pa|ls of Amftica, by men 
making a law of their own passions. Atfar more formidable, as 
being a more deliberate mischief, has appeared among those States, 
which have lately broken faith with the public creditor in a manner 
so infamous. I cannot, however, but look at both evils under a 
similar relation to inherent good, and hope that the time is not 
distant when our brethren cf the West will wipe off this stain from 
their name and nation. 


ASnXTIOEAL EOTB. 

I am happy to add that this anticipation is already partly 
realised; and that the reproach addressed to the PennsylvanianB in 
tiie next sOnnel^ is no longer applicable to them. I trust that 
those other States to which it may yet apply will soon follow the 
example now set them by Philadelphia, and redeem their credit 
with the world.—1850. 

Page 841. 

* The fforn of £gremcnt Cattle,* 

m ' 

' This story is a Cnmherland tradition. 1 have heard it also 
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xeloted of ilie Hall of Hutton John, an ancient residenoa of the 
flndleaton’s, in a sequestered valley upon the river Dacor. 


Page 360. 

‘ The Russian Fugitive,* 

Peter Henry Bruce, having given in Ids entertaining Hemoirs the 
iabstanoe of this Tale, affirms that, besides the concurring reports 
•f others, he had the story from the lady's own roouthl 

The Lady Catherine, mentioned towards the dose, is the famous 
Catherine, then bearing that name as the acknowledged Wife of 
Peter the Chreat. 
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